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PREFACE.

Swzer PusLic!

In presenting you with the first part of the Travels of the
Chevalier de Lunatico, which was intrusted to our care by that won-
derful and distinguished diplomatist, in order to be properly prepared
for the press, we feel it necessary to make some apology for not
baving, in every instance, with that true lunatic deference to public
opinion, whether right or wrong, which is the characteristic of the
present day, followed exactly every indication that we received of your
views and wishes. The misfortune, however, was, that we could not
at all discover which way public opinion tended, though we watched
with the utmost anxiety and attention every intimation that might be
given us by the daily and weekly papers. But we found that the
public press was not only at variance in regard to this book amongst
its own members—some declaring it flat, stale, and unprofitable,
without fun, wit, taste, talent, or learning; whilst others pronounced
it to be the acme of human wisdom, full of brilliancy, fancy, judgment,
genius, and instruction—but also that its opinion at different times,
varied from its opinion at others; the very same persons vituperating
it virulently at one moment, and at another lauding it to the skies,
Such being the case, it may be very well conceived that we were sadly
at a loss how to proceed, believing, nay knowing—and now we speak
seriously—that upon the weekly and daily press of England there is
employed a greater amount of talent, learning, and judgment than
probably any other country has ever brought to bear upon any great
operation. Left without guide, then, we have done what we fear we
might have done if we had had a whole regiment of guides, like the
French army in Algeris—namely, followed our own course, feeling
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vi PREFACE.

somewhat sure that, sooner or later, in one part or another, that
course will please the reader also, whenever it does not shock or irritate
his own particular follies, vices, vanities, and prejudices.

Receive our book, therefore, reader, with kindness; but first—if we
may be permitted a figure—wash your eyes well with cold water before
you read it, and rub your spectacles with a piece of chamois leather or
a silk handkerchief; for as the medium is; so will be the colours that
you see. If you do this, we have very little to fear, and leave the
rest to your own good judgment. “ Ego me tue commendo et committo
.ﬁde""’ N -

On one point, however, we must pause for a single moment; we
have received letters innumerable, anonymous and ominous, charging
us with having attempted to bring great personages into contempt, and .
to satirize individuals. Now, once for all, we deny the imputation,
and assert most distinctly, as we have before asserted, that we have not
attempted to paint or depict any single individual person now living,
The vices, the faults, and the madnesses of many may here be a little
scarified, it is true, and many & man may be perfectly conscious of
having several of the weaknesses and follies portrayed in some of our
personages; but he must not for a moment suppose that we had him
in our eye, when we took the pencil in hand. The Commissioner’s
foolscap may, and doubtless will, fit a great many people in this good
world of ours; but he begs leave to say that as his is a ready-made
shop, the parties must try them on themselves, for he can assure them
they were not made for them. In short, as the beautiful Aurora
Borealis is probably nothing but a ray of galvani¢ light projected into
space, so, dear reader, we wish this to be merely a ray of mental
light, sent forth into the void of the world, ‘to enable a few of our
fellow-creatures to see how horrible and deformed are some of the
creatures they have made pets of in the dark ; and with this distinct
assurance, we shall now say, Fale.

St. Luke’s, 1st November, 1842.
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THE COMMISSIONER ;

om,

DE LUNATICO INQUIRENDO,

INTRODUCTION

SHE CHEVALIER DE LUNATICO SPEAKS OF THINGS IN HIS OWN SPHERE—GIVES
A GLANCE OF TRE POLITICAL CONSTITUTION OF THE MOON—THE OPINION
OF SEVERAL STATESMEN OF THINGS IN GENERAL—THE ORIGIN AND NATURE OF
THE LUNAR COMMISSION—THE AMBASSADOR IS INVESTED WITHK EXTRAORDINARY
POWERS—SOME ACOOUNT OF HIS JOURNEY,

Waereas La Revue des Deux Mondes, will doubtless expect, that I
should address myself to the inhabitants of both the spheres with which
I have had to do; I must, contrary to the usual custom of authors,
and especially in opposition to the rule laid down by the great poet
Horace, begin my story at the beginning. : .

On the twenty-seventh day of the week, then, in the sixteen million-
eth year of the moon’s revolution round the earth, a great parliament, or
assembly of representatives, was held in the capital city of St. Luke;
where a speaker being chosen, on’ account of his being dumb, the
house occupied itself for some hours in discussing whether they should
say what they meant, or what they did not mean ; when jt was decided
that, according to the constitutional practice of the moon, every man
g?ght to say exactly what he did not mean, but what somebody else

The house then passed to the order of the day, and the report of
the committee appointed to inquire whether any of the subjects of the
moon had enlisted in- the service of other states, and to prepare a
foreign enlistment bill accordingly, having been brought up, Mr.
Bully O’Cacumber, one of the members for the great volcano, rose
and said, that the treatment whbich the volcano had received at the
hands of the rest of the planet, was such as had never been endured,
and never would be endured, to the end of time. He was on to
declare that the monstrous and horrible atrocities tted by the
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bloody and ferocious tyrants on the other side of the house, would
never be able to smother the fire of the volcano, or keep down the
periodical irruptions to which it was subject: but he was interrupted
by loud cries of “ order, order—question, question.” And after foam-
ing at the mouth for some time, and gesticulating with infinite vehe-
nrence towards various parts of the house, he concluded by sagi:s, that
as honourable gentlemen were unwilling to hear trath—in they
always were unwilling to hear the truth: truth was to them a drop of
poison, which turned all their cup of joy to bitterness—but as they
were unwilling to hear truth and hjm, he would only add, that they had
better beware how they attempted to smother the fire of the volcano ;
for if he saw any effort of the kind, he was ready to cast himself into
the midst of it; and who could doubt that the result would be the
blowing up of the whole orb? He spoke expressly for the benefit of
the honourable gentleman who was likely soon to come into power ;
for his propensity to keeping down flames of all kinds was too well
known, to leave a doubt that one of his first efforts would be—if he
might use such a figure—to cork the great volcano itself.

Sir Richard Power then rose, and said, that he would not attempt to
follow the honourable member through the whole of his long and
irrelevant speech ; but he must say a few words, as that honourable
gentleman bad taken upon him to presume that be, Sir Richard, was
likely soon to be called to power. Now, neither he, nor any one else, had
any right to pre-suppose such a thing so confidently. He would, there-
fore, in no say what might be his measures towards the great
volcano, should he ever be called into power. He would, however,
tell the honourable gentleman, in general terms, what he thought of
the district for which he was one of the representatives. He b‘ﬁwved
it to be one of the fairest and most beautiful portions of the globe we
inhabit, rich in all the gifts of nature, and filled with a population,
bright, generous, and kind, who had been placed by & concatenation of
adverse and peculiar circumstances, in opposition to those who were
really most friendly ¢o them, and in the power of licentious dema-
gogues, who were generally animated by one of two dangerous spirits—
the violent spirit of factious party, or the more cunning spirit of per-
sonal ambition and self-interest. In regard to the fire of the volcano,
he must set the honourable gentleman right respecting his opinion.
He did not regard it as the great evil which the honourable gentleman
supposed. He looked upon it as one of the vivifying principles which
gave to the district additional fertility, warmth, richness, and beonty;
and far from wishing to see it stopped, or even to do away with its
occasional irruptions, the utmost be should ever desire would be, s0 to
guard every fine edifice, and every great establishment; so to protect
the city, the field, the mansion, and the cottage, that the flame might
injare no one, but pass away peacefully, after diffusing warmth and
brightness around. Having said thus much, he would recall the house
to the question before it, namely, the report of the committee, and
their recommendation that a commissioner should be sent to the nether
sphers, for the purpose of inquiring whether the numerous spirits

..
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proved to have abandoned their native country bad taken refuge on the

w,

A long and somewhat desultory discussion ensued: some members
declaring that the appointment of a commissioner was premature ; and
others observing that they did not see why he should be sent down to
the earth rather than to any other planet whatsoever. Some thought
it would be better to begin by Saturn, or the Georgium Sidus, as the
ultimate star of the whole system, and drive the stray spirits back
from planet to planet, till they reached the moon. Others judged
differently again, and proposed that the commission should begin its
inquiries gs near the sun as possible. Another honoursble member,
who was known to have a numerous family, and a great number of
poor relations, believed it would be expedient to have a number of
separate commissions, one to each star ; and he demonstrated beyond
all doubt or contradiction, that the more a government spent, the more
economical it really was; that national prosperity was proved by
bankruptcy, and that the diminution of the revenue was the best pos-
sible means of increasing the finances.

In the end, however, one of the commitiee rose to defend the
report, and showed that therein, it had been proved by returns from
the earth itself, that, a greater number of persons, whose whole
conduct and demeanour showed them to be born subjects of the moon,
?Ma;(»pwedonﬁomﬁaaof&;ﬁorpmmthoy;:
830, (as it is termed upon the earth at any preceding peri
except during the years 1790-1-2-3-4-5, &c.; and, he therefors
sgreed that, as this fact was ascertained, it was but just and expedient
to send a commissioner thither with full powers to claim, and send
back all deserters from the lunar sphere; and he ended, by assur!
some of the honourabls gentlemen, that two and two never wo
make more than four, notwithstanding all that political economists

ight say. His speech ended the debste, the question was then put

w&dv;‘wfoﬂsdiviﬁm.ndnmoddrl:lﬁvoudmd
presented to his imperial majosty, w urope pro-
phanely eall, “Thominthe:%oon." boeacmhintoluf:ons
commissioner as aforesaid. ‘

ltvuhbm:juty’splmme.lponthemd;ﬁmofhil
secretary of state for strange affairs, to nominate so unworthy a person
as myself, John de Lunatico, and to sddress to me a commission,
dated on the third day of the sixteenth millioneth year, empowering
me to inquire what subjects of the moom, truly so ing, are
resident upon the earth, without special leave and permission of his
Lunatic Majesty ; and to deliver summonses o‘:ﬂunu in the form
of small bi signed with my name ead withmgeleal.to
such persons, as upon due investigation, I might judge to be astray,
either from the capital city of St. Luke, or any other part of his
majesty’s dominions. The minister, at the same time that he delivered
to me this commission, informed me that he would bave full powers
prepared for me by the seventh day of the same week, and at the
rame time strongly advised me to keep a public and a private journal ;
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the public journal to be delivered immediately after my return into the
hand of the ministry, and never to be seen by any other eye but their
own; the private journal to be printed as soon as possible for general
circulation.

With these injunctions I promised to comply most devoutly, and
retiring to my own house, I proceeded to make every preparation
for my journey; affecting, as is usual on such occasions, to find it the
most inconvenient thing in the world to go, while, in reality and truth,
nothing could give me greater pleasure than to make such a trip at the
public expense. I packed up accordingly those clothes and articles of
various kinds that were absolutely necessary, in a small portmanteau
covered with moon-calf-skin, and then having asked one of the
ex-ministers to help me to find a mare’s nest, I took some of the eggs as
provision by the way. Some small business, which I had to transact
with the treasury, detained me a considerable time, for on my first
visit, the secretary told me that it was impossible to extract a single
farthing from any chest in the place. On my second visit, however,
the prime minister being busy with a lady, and the secretary eating
his luncheon, one of the clerks gave me a key, and told me to help
myself. This being done I had only to wait for my credentials.

On the eleventh day of the week, and year, whereof I have just
spoken, I received the full powers which had been promised me, and
I have since seen, during my travels upon the earth, how very useful
it would be if the ambassadors of sublunar courts could be endued
with the same, instead of the empty and unmeaning pieces of paper
and parchment which they carry with them on their diplomatic missions.
My powers were comprised in a pill box, a pot of ointment, and a
phial ; and I was directed immediately when I descended upon the earth
to rub my eyes with the ointment, which would enable me, at once, to
see into things in a much more profound manner than any of those
around me, perceiving the real feelings and thoughts of all the men
with whom I might be brought in contact, and making them declare
unto me their true sentiments and ideas without the slightest reserve.
The contents of the phial were left to my discretion either to drink or
not as I liked, but I was informed that by taking a small portion
thereof I should be able to enter into, and sympathise with, the sen-
sations of any of my mortal companions that seemed to me worthy of
such condescension on my part; and it was insinuated, though I was
not directly commanded to do so, that it would be well for me, oc-
casionally, to have recourse to the contents of the bottle, in order that
I might more clearly comprehend the motives as well as the actions of
mankind in general.

The pill box contained three hundred and ninety-seven pills of dif-
ferent sizes—some no bigger than the head of a pin, some as large as
a tolerably sized marble. These represented the three hundred and
ninety-seven languages of the earth, their sizes betokening the riches or

verty of the tongue. Thus, German was a tremendous bolus;

glish, a very good sized Fi.ll; Italian, somewhat less, but re-
markably smooth and round ; French, a small pes, somewhat gritty,
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but rolling about with great celerity ; Russian, of a somewhat larger
size, but of a very irregular form, while there were a multitude of
lesser ones, such as the languages of the Sandwich Islands, New Zealand,
Otaheite, &c.; and nine or ten of the size of a minikin pin’s head,
upon each of which, by the aid of a microscope, might be discovered
the word, Australia. %y taking any one of these pills, I swallowed
a complete language with almost as much facility as a certain reverend
gentleman in the little green island, called Ireland.

I was enjoined to set off with all speed, and, as I find is usual in
such cases, although the government had delayed so many days in sending
me my credentials, they did not allow me a single day to take leave of
my friends. I accordingly put myself, at once, on board a steam-boat,
crossed the great sea towards the side of the planet which is turned to
the earth, and then, for the second time in my life, beheld, what is
certainly the most magnificent sight which my eyes ever yet lighted
upon—the earth rolling through space in all its gz)ry, and, apparently,
about forty times as large as the sun, but shining with that calm, soft,
mellow light, which has met celebration well deserved from all the
sentimental poets of St. Luke. I myself have written poetry upon the
subject, which I may give the reader in an appendix. However, it is
not at all astonishing that the people on the other side of the moon are
so fond of making a trip round to see this magnificent sight.

Having arrived at the small village and port to which the steam-
boat plied, an immediate demand was made for my passport, an instru-
ment, which I am proud to say, was first invented in the moon; and
having exhibited my papers, I went to the railway office, and required
a special train to carry me down to the earth. This, however was
somewhat rudely refused me; and, indignant at such conduct, I deter-
mined to proceed by the old-fashioned way, which we well know was
employed upon a former occasion by his imperial majesty himself, and
which there is reason to believe, is as speedy as any steam-carriage in
either sphere, seeing it is recorded that he came down ¢oo soon to find
his way to Norwich.

Accordingly, I set myself upon a fine, smooth, oblique moonbeam,
drew my knees up to my chin, gathered my coat tails under my arms,
placed my little portmanteau behind me, put my hands over my knees,
and requesting a tobacconist, who happened to be pminf by, to give
me a gentle push, I began sliding downwards with a pleasant, easy
motion, the thin moonbeam swaying up and down beneath me like an
Indian’s bridge of grass in the lg':nmpu of Peru. The journey was
as a pleasant a one as ever was made, and tolerably rapid also: the
only thing at all annoying in my course, being the fact of the tobacco-
nist aforesaid disturbing some of the loose pebbles, in his exertion to
push me off, which came rattling down after me, and reached the
earth before I was half way thither. I saw one of these amall stones
afterwards in the cabinet of a naturalist, and the fool called it an
aerolite. In about two hours I was within a thousand miles of the
earth, which, by this time, had lost its luminous appearance, and
seemed nothing but a great, black, dull mass lying underneath me.
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The aspect of the place appeared somewhat cold and strange; but
just at that moment, & number of merry voices singing, cheered me on
the way, and I found it was a large party of Frenchmen’s wits just
going up to the moon, having been lost by their right owners during
some great political disturbance. They passed close by me, and I
heard them sing the following song to a merry tune as they went :—

SONG.

FIRST VOICE

The soon, the moon, the jolly round moon ;

Let us all up to her bright face soon!

There's nothing on earth that shonld keep us below;
The folks are all flat, and the coaches all slow,
Their wine is all sour, and their pipe out of tune;
80 up to the moon, the jolly round moon!

The moon, the moon, the jolly round moon !

SECOND VOICE.

There {s nothing on earth that is sure for an hour;
Look at that little minister climbing to power,

The patriot now, the parasite then,

Hell get up on high, and he'll fall back again:

He'll argue on one side from morning till noon,

And next day he'll send his last speech to the moon ;
The moon, the moon, the jolly round moon.

THIRD VOICE.

Humbug's the trade that prospers all through,

From the crown bearing king, to the bag bearing Jew;
The lawyer, the statesman, the doctor, the dame,

The priest and the pagan, all humbugs the same;

And but as much truth, as would lie in a spoon

‘Would blow the whole universe up to the moon ;

The moon, the moon, the jolly round moon.

YOURTH VOICE.

1 saw & young widow as cold as the ice,

I saw a great patriot refusing his price,

I saw a great lawyer decline a bad cause,

I saw a great orator hating applause ;

But all found out motives for changing full soon,
And their good resolutions went up to the moon ;
The moon, the moon, the jolly round moon.
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FIFTE VOICE.

The way’s somewhat long, and the coach somewhat od,
‘We shall need some provisions to keep out the oold,
80 what have you got, Jean, to use by the way,

For you keep the bag and the piper must pay ?

‘We must make ourselves merry, for mirth is a boom
Less fitted for earth than the jolly round moon ;

The moon, the moon, the jolly round moon.

SIXTH VOICE.

Here's a farthing a miser once gave to the poor,
The tears of an heir, und the smile of ——,*
A physician's prescription, a dear friend’s advice,
The virtue of countcsses not over nice,

The love of a poet, and tail of baboon,

Here's provision enough to go up to the moen ;
‘The moon, the moon, the jolly round moon.

In ten minutes more I entered a thick cloud, as it seemed to me, so
great was the oppression upor my chest by the inereasing density
of the atmosphere; but, still, every thing was clear around the eye,
and I speedily began to see below me green fields and valleys, and
streams and lakes, together with villages and churches, and country
houses and towns, all very like the moon indeed. “This is a de-
lightful country,” I said to m{lelf; “equal to the brightest parts of
our own planet. I am sure I shall be pleased with the people, and
will endeavour to enter into their characters.” . '

I made a resolution, then, to take a few drops from my phial when-
ever I was introduced into a society where the faces were pleasing to
me, 8o that I might sympathise with my companions, even if it were
but for an hour. This was a rash resolution, of which I had soon
cause to repent, as the reader will see hereafter; but to pursue my
history, the thickness of the atmosphere speedily lost its oppressive
effect, but it answered a very good purpose by gradually diminishing
the rapidity of my progress, which, had it gone on might have
brought me into very unpleasant collision with the earth. As it was,
sliding gently down with a decreasing velocity, I was guided by the
moonbeam into a pleasant old-fashioned garden, as I heard it after-
wards termed, of a very peculiar aspect, which, as I at once perceived,
from the accounts that I had read in the many millions of books of
lunatic travels, that I have perused, denoted that I was in no other
country but that called England.

It is true that this garden was not of the taste of the present day;
but there were those marks about it which left no doubt as to the

® This word is so blotted out in the original, that it was found impossible to
decipher it. Some think that the line should have ended with “ Jane Shore,” or
something of that kind,
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locality. There were numerous beds of flowers within trim, neatly cut
borders of box, while round about, filling up all the vacancies between
these beds, was a smooth green turf. The garden was surrounded by
thick hedges of yew, some eight feet high, and over the whole, the calm
tranquil light of our own beautiful planet was streaming, illuminating
every corner thereof, so that one could see the most minute stone in
a smooth gravel-walk that ran between the flower-garden and a little
bowling-green.  This latter spot was covered with the same velvet-
like turf, and sunk somewhat lower than the rest of the ground with
inclined edges sloping gently off, and giving the whole the appearance
of a green soup-plate. I came down without any noise, though the
heels of my boots made a slight indentation in the turf as I lighted,
but without producing any unpleasant sensation in my own frame. I
felt myself very comfortable, my spirits high, my prospects bright,
and the inquiry upon which I was about to enter, one of the most
interesting that it is possible to conceive. ‘The manifold curious re-
sults of that inquiry, the reader will soon know ; but as, in its course,
I had an opportunity of bestowing inestimable benefits upon my own
country, and performing acts, which must leave my name immortal,
a8 my genius, and wisdom, and discrimination, and judgment, my
courage, my skill, my wit, and my talents, were all displayed in such
& manner as to astound and surprise any one who is capable of those
passions, a due and becoming modesty induces me, notwithstanding
the solicitation of my friends, and the urgent request of the govern-
ment, to put my notes into the hands of a clever young acquaintance,
and beg him to give an account of my travels to the world in his own
words ; thus, avoiding egotism, and sparing a terrible consumption of
capital I's.
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CHAPTER I

SHE CHEVALIER'S FIRST ACQUAINTANCE—FINDS HIM TO BE A DOUBTPUL CHARACTER——
TWO LOVERS INTRODUCED TO THE CHEVALIRR—A NKW SORT OF PICKPOCKET—
SCHEMES OF LIFE—AN OLD GENTLEMAN'S VIEW OF A YOUNG LADY’S HAPPINESS.

Tux trayels of the Chevalier de Lunatico may be said to take their
point of departure from the little bowling-green, at the edge of which
he first lighted in his descent. It is greatly to be regretted indeed that
he has not thought fit to give us farther information concerning the
moon, its politix state, civil, religious, and military history, natural
productions, and philosophical progress, as the things that can be of
not the slightest benefit to us are o%roourse always the most interest-
ing. His silence in these respects however, leaves us no choice, and
we must even take up the history of his journey where he himself left
;.t, and begin from the pleasant little garden into which he had found
is way.

To say the truth he was a little agitated, or fluttered, at his new
position, but he recovered himself in a moment, and looking round
him, the first object his eyes rested on was an old gentleman with a
thoughtful air, walking up and down in the bowling-green before-
mentioned, enjoying the moonlight. The chevalier was naturally

to a person of such tastes, and followed him as he turned
towards the other side of the green, not having perceived the descent
of a stranger into his garden. Mr. de Lunatico thought fit, however,
in the first instance, to place his portmanteau under a shrub, and
swallow a pill out of his box, which instantly made him thoroughly
acquainted with the English language ; nor did he forget his eye-salve,
but took care to be welg prepared before he made a single step in the
new world before him. The old gentleman turned at the other side
of the bowling-green, and the chevalier advancing, made an excuse
for intruding upon his privacy. The powers, however, with which he
was endowes, had their effect upon the stranger at once, and taking
the chevalier’s hand, he shook it heartily, saying, with a benevolent
air, that he was delighted to see him whatever was the cause of his
coming. “I am taking,” he said, “my usual solitary walk by moon-
light, giving up my thoughts to philosophical inquiries for half an
hour before I go to supper, and if you will do me the favour of accom-
panying me while I continue my perambulations, we will afterwards
go in, and I will introduce you to my daughter, and a young cousin
of ours who is just now staying at my house; you will find them very
pleasant people.”

“ I doubt it not in the least,” replied the chevalier, in a civil tone.
“ You seem very fond of the moonlight, sir.”
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« Very,” said he.

« Pray, were you ever in the moon, sirf” demanded Mr. de
Lunatico.

¢« Often,” replied his companion.

That is candid at least, thought the chevalier to himself, putting
his hand into his pocket, and seeking for one of his little billets for the
moon, with the full intention of sending his new friend back imme-
diately ; but the moment after, the old gentleman added, “ Of course
we both speak figuratively. I have often visited the moon with my
telescope, and think that I have made some discoveries. However, I
am not vain of them nor too sure of them ; for in this wonderful uqe
s0 much is every day added to our stock of knowledge, that we hourly
learn how little we do know, how little we can ever know, and how
imperfectly we know that which we are permitted to know.”

The chevalier buttoned up his breeches pocket in which he kept
the billets, saying to himself, « This will never do! No signs of a
stray spirit here!” But just at that moment the old gentleman laid
his hand upon his visitor’s shoulder, saying with a good-humoured
- cheerful smile—“ But my moralizing makes you ‘serious. What a
beautiful night it is: come, let us have a game of bowls, there are the
balls in the corner—you understand the game >—Well, then, I'll show
you—take off your coat, take-off your coat—now-you see, hold your
ball in this manner, balancing him right in the middle of your hand
in this way.”—And after a few words more of instruction, the chevalier
and his old companion were in the middle of a game of bowls, Mr.
de Lunatico, somewhat clumsy at the unaccustomed trade, and his in-
structor laughing till his eyes ran down with tears at every hit he made
and the chevalier lost. '

The latter unbuttoned his pocket again, slipped his hand into it,
drew out a billet between his finger and thumb, and concealed it in
the palm of kis hand, only waiting till the game was done to present
. it in due form. When it was over, however, the old gentleman wiped
his brow, put on his coat, and with his kind and instructive air, said—
¢ I dare say this seems to you all very foolish, that a man of my years,
studies, and experience, with higher subjects on which to employ his
wind, and with some habits of reflection, should spend any portion of
his time in the sports of a boy. But I hold it to be wise so to regulate
our enjoyments that we lose none, and as our youthful pleasures are
certainly sweeter than any other, to bring them back from time to time
to refresh us in our old age, as a man who has long been accustomed
to drink wine, finds when thirstv ten times more relief in a glass of
plain cold water.”

Once more replacing his billet, the chevalier resolved not to be so
hasty in his conclusions for the future, and was inclined to put it to
himself as a sort of problem for future solution, whether there is most
reason in folly, or folly in reasom

« Now, let us go in,” said the old gentleman, in continuation; “but
in the first place favour me with your name, that I may introduce yoy
properly, though, as the great poet has justly observed, ¢ What's in &
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pame? Nevertheless, it is convenient as a mode of classification ; for
every one must be somehow designated to our minds, and were I never
to learn what you are called amongst your own friends, I should have to
put you down in the book of memory as the man with the long nose.”
. Having a sort of natural jealousy in regard to any one meddlin,
with that peculiar feature of his face on which the old gentleman
touched, the chevalier hastened to stop him from making any farther
allusions to his proboscis, by informing him that the visitor was called
by his fricnds and countrymen, the Chevalier de Lunatico, that he was
a stranger in the country, and was in fact upon a voyage of discovery.
This intelligence seemed to be very satisfactory to the old gentleman,
and he was proceeding to make various inquiries into the peculiar
nature of the objects the chevalier proposed to himself, which might
not have been very convenient to answer, when a sudden gust of cold
air interrupted their conversation by reminding the host that it was
time to return into the house. Leading the way, therefore, with the
most perfect politeness, he conducted the chevalier to a small ivy-
covered porch, by which they entered into the dwelling. The passage
was crowded with all manner of things, as various in their nature as
those deposited in the great museum of the capital. There were tele-
scopes beyond number, of all shapes and sizes, which the old philo-
sopher his guns for shooting at the stars. There wera electrical
machines with which he declared that, but give him a wire long
enough, and he would knock down an ox on the other side of the
world. There were screws, and levers, and quadrants, and sextants,
and artificial horizons; there were air-pumps so perfect, that a guinea
and a feather, instead of falling with equal velocity, would not fall at
all; and galvanic batteries and piles, by means of which he assured
the chevnfier that he could produce spontaneous lice. Mr. de Lu-
natico told him in reply to this last boast, that he thought he had
better let it alone, as those things multiply fast enough without assist~
ance; at least it is well known that such is the case in the moon,
especially in the heads of philosophers.
It was with some difficulty that the two threaded this encumbered
maze, and at length reached a mahogany door, which being suddenly
opened by the host, displayed the interior of a comfortable chamber,
and a litt{e domestic scene very pleasant to the eyes of the chevalier.
The room was low and wainscotted with dark wood, but it was well and
cheerfully lighted, for the philosopher was ver'; mauch at his ease in the
world. A thick carpet, from a country called Turkey, covered the floor,
several tables occupied different places in the room, and the corners were
adorned with neat antique shelves, on which were piled up numerous
pieces of ancient porce?un' , extraordinary shells, and other curiosities,
while a large piano-forte occupied a conspicuous place, loaded on the
top with a guitar, a flute, and a number of books of music.

On the hearth crackled a bright wood fire, and on a wide- i
sofa, with downy pillows and a chintz cover, sat side by side, an
somewhat near each other, a very pretty rosy-lipped, dark-eyed girl of
eighteen or nineteen, and a young gentleman of as prepossessing an
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appearance as could be beheld; tall, well formed, graceful, with a sort
of frank and sparkling gaiety of expression in his countenance which
won upon the beholder at first sight. The young gentleman rose as
the master of the house and his guest entered, drawing a little farther
from the fair lady in the first place, while the colour mounted slightly
into her cheek. Thus, while the old philosopher introduced the chevalier *
to his daughter, Laura and their cousin, Harry Worrel, Mr. de Luna-

tico could not help seeing in prospect matrimony and wedding rings,

and a long line of grandchildren frisking round the knees of his worthy

host. He, on his part, seemed perfectly contented with his daughter

and his cousin, and the whole world; and in the expansive satisfaction

of his own heart, he passed a high eulogium upon his new guest;

speaking of him as a distinguished philosopher upon a voyage of disco-

very for the benefit of his native country.

It is impossible to describe the kindness and civility with which the
two young people received the Chevalier de Lunatico; and the clear-
sightedness which he possessed, by virtue of his lunar ointment, showed
him all their feelings, and made them open their whole hearts to him
whenever they had an opportunity of conversing with him apart. He
found, as he was led to suppose from the very first sight, that they
were desperately in love with each other; but it proved that they were
not alittle afraid the young lady’s father should discover their passion,
as they both agreed—it seemed to the chevalier very unreasonably—.
that he would certainly oppose their marriage. ‘

They took the opportunity of informing their new acquaintance of
all this, while the old gentleman was out of the room for a moment; but
Mr. de Lunatico laughed at their fears, saying it was quite evident that
her father perceived their love, and destined them for each other. He
could induce neither of them to believe him in this respect, and at
length to quiet their apprehensions ; he told them he would speak with
Mr. Longmore on the subject, for so was the philosopher called.

“He will discover to me his whole feelings,” said the chevalier,
trusting to his extraordinary powers. ¢“He will discover to me his
whole feelings without the slightest reserve, and you shall hear the
result.”

Thereupon they both besought him most earnestly on the contrary
not to say a word to that gentleman. “If he were to discover it,” they
said, ‘“he would separate us from each other immediately, and never
suffer us to meet any more. This is always the case with fathers in
our country: they lead their children to fall inlove, and then are angry.
As it is, we are very happy, and dread losing the blessing we possess.”

The chevalier reassured them, by saying that he would not in any
degree betray them, but would only induce Mr. Longmore to open
his mind with regard to his daughter, and to the views he entertained
for her future fate.

«“But, do you think he will tell you?” demanded the young lady;
“he is very secret and reserved upon every subject since the other man
stole a star from him.”

Mr. de Lunatico was proceeding to inquire what this extraordi-
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nary charge could mean, when the philosopher’s step, which was
somewhat creaky, was heard coming along the passage, and his daughter
replied, ¢« Ask him, ask him, he will tell you all aboutit.” ¢ Dear papa,”
she continued eagerly, as her father entered, “do tell the chevalier
how that abominable man stole the star from you !”

“Ah! that was a scandalous act,” cried the old gentleman, setting
down a bottle of very particular old wine, which he had gone to the cellar
to fetch himself, in order to do honour to the chevalier’s arrival. “It’s
a fact, upon my honour, sir, he stole my star from me, my very best
star, just in the middle of Orion’s belly. He was a Frenchman, sir,
the natural born enemy of all Englishmen, and I ought to have known
better than to trust him; but, with the foolish good humour of our
nation, I wished to show him every sort of civility, and took him into
my observatory, where I had just been writing down, for transmission
to the Royal Society, the account of my having discovered a new star
in the belly of Orion just a quarter of a degree below hisbelt. It was
the most beautiful star that ever was seen, sir, not bigger than the
point of the finest needle, even when viewed through my new thirty-
foot telescope, which I invented for the express purpose of magnifying
the fixed stars.  Sir, it was a delightful star. It would have handed
my name down to posterity with a brightness that would have eclipsed
that of Newton himself. Yes, sir, yes, it would have made my name
immortal ; for it having pleased Providence only to give me a daughter,
Iintended in some sort to adopt it as a son, and call it Jerry Longmore—
why should it not bear my name as well as the Georgium Sidus that of
Herschell? But that French villain, sir, while I was called away for
a moment to diminish the intensity of the galvanic currents which
were threatening to set the house on fire, cribbed, pocketted, filched my
notes from the table, made an excuse to get off as fast as possible,
travelled post night and day till he arrived in Paris, and it being
cloudy weather, before I could repeat my observations, find out my star
again, and send my notes to London, he had published the whole
account, declared he discovered it himself, and called it :ﬂ his own
villanous name of Tirlupin, by which it will be known to all posterity
—Tirlupin ou le nombril dIrion! Such is the beastly name by which
it now goes in the French catalogues.”*

The chevalier condoled with the old gentleman upon the loss he
had sustained, and inquired whether there were not some court in Europe
to which such offences could be referred.-

<« Posterity, eir, posterity !” said Mr. Longmore; *posterity is the
only court to which we can ap&eal; but alack and a-well-a-day, we
cannot wait for its decisions. Slow justice, chevalier, slow justice in

* To guard against all mistakes here and hereafter, the editor of the Travels
of the Chevalier de Lunatico begs to state, upon the authority of the chevalier
himself, that not one word contained in this work has the slightest personal refe-
rence to any individual now living. Therefore, if there should be any gentleman
of the name of Tirlupin in the world, he is assured that his cognomen has only
been adopted to covera generalization.
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that court; but still it is some satisfaction to think that it will do right
in the end, and that perhaps my star will be called Jerry Longmore
after all.”

The poor gentleman was so moved by his own injuries, and so touched
by Mr. de Lunatico’s condolence, that as soon as supper was set upon the
table he began to ply the bottle heartily, and before an hour was over
was decidedly in a condition to discover many more new stars. At
length, however, finding things become somewhat confused before his
sight, he caused the chevalier to be conducted to the chamber assigned
to him; and his little portmanteau having been brought in, the lunar
commissioner sat down to consider upon the whole, whether the good
old philosopher had merited his billet or not. He resolved, however,
not to be too rash, and retiring to bed fell sound asleep.

The first beams of the morning sun stealing through a little round
hole which had been left in the window shutters, woke the chevalier on
the following morning, and dressing himself as speedily as possible, he
descended to the garden, where he found the good old gentleman as fresh
and hearty as ever, propping up the stems of some sweet peas,
and apparently enjoying his garden as much as he had done his
bottle.

«] think,” he said, after the first salutations were over, I think I
was a little tipsy last night. It was not my day either, so that it was
all in honour o(y your arrival”

“Pray, Mr. Longmore,” demanded the chevalier, “have you then a
particular day for getting drunk 7”

“No, sir, no,” replied the philosopher, “not exactly drunk, that is
a harsh word—Fuddled, sir, 8 leetle fuddled, perhaps—tipsee-ish,
nothing more. Many ancient philosopliers and physicians have recom-
mendﬁul‘:l' atlo deviate a little from sobriety from time tio time, and as
we sho ways be regular even in our irregularities, I make a point
of going to bed comfortable, as I term it, every Thursday regularly.
I have continued to do so to the great benefit of my health, mental and
corporeal, for the last fifty years, and I see no reason why I should
not do so for fifty years more.”

“May I ask,” said the chevalier drily, “how long people usually live
in your country ?

“Why, about seventy years,” replied the philosopher; “but I have
pessed that period, and in the constitution of the human body, the bones,
the muscles, the fibres, the nerves, the blood vessels, the glands, the
fluids, and membranes of which it is composed, I see no principle of
inherent decay which should prevent the human machine, if properly
sheltered, protected, and regulated, from going on for ever.”

The chevalier put his hand in his pocket, but curiosity to hear some-
thing more of his companion’s views, restrained him from delivering at
once the billet to which he thought Mr. Longmore had now established
an indubitable title. That gentleman went on, however, as is the way
with men, to argue so reasonably in regard to his unreasonable expec-
tations, that he soon staggered Mr. de Lunatico in his purpose. He
contended that what had been, might be; he cited a whole host of old
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flmtlm called Methuselah, Lamech, Cainan, Mahalaleel, old Jen-
ins, and old Parr, who had lived a great deal longer than he had
proposed to himself; and he contended that it was entirely man’s own
fault, either by diet, passion, folly, or fear, that made him die at all
before he liked it. ¢ Man, sir, man,” he said, “is not a candle, which
being lighted at the top, burns down to the bottom, and then goes out -
with a stink in the socket. On the contrary, there is not one cause to
be discovered in the construction of our external frame, nor one motive
in all that we know of the soul, nor any reason in the combination of
the two for supposing that I, who now stand here before you, may
not be just as much alive and comfortable a hundred years hence,
about which period of life Methuselah begat Lamech, as I am at this
moment. But, there I see through the open window, Laura has come
down to make breakfast, and we must soon go in and join her.”

“As soon as ever you please, sir,” replied the chevalier; “for she
seems to me a very charming creature.”

“She is a very good specimen of the particular class of animal to
which she belongs,” replied Mr. Longmore. “The most perfect of the
mammalia. I am somewhat proud of my daughter, sir; for besides
being able to comprehend and appreciate the wonderful discoveries in
science which have been made by your bumble servant, she has also
a tender and affectionate heart, and what between my instructions, and
the marriage which she is likely soon to enter into, there can be no
doubt of her being perfectly happy.”

«] am glad to hear you intend to marry her early,” replied the
chevalier briefly, wishing to let him develope his own purposes, which
Mr. de Lunatico knew he would do in consequence of the powers that
had been given him by the Minister for S Affairs.

¢ Oh, that I shall do, certainly,” answered Mr. Longmore. ¢ Every
woman, sir, has a right to be married. It is a necessity of their nature.
Taking a husband is to them, in the summer-day of life, no more than
taking & breakfast. They have an appetite for matrimony, and those
who do mot marry may be said to starve. One of our poets has
declared that man was not made to live alone. I am not quite sure
that he is right, but right he would have been if he had spoken of
woman. They always want something to lean upon; they are climbing
plants, my dear chevalier, and I intend ere three weeks be over to put
a husband down by the side of my daughter, just as I have stuck in
a stick by the side of those sweet mﬂ very apt simile. Ha, ha,
ha! and the old gentleman laughed y, and with great apparent

'P.n.MrLongmore." d the chevali if it be imper

“ Pray, Mr. sai ier,  if it be not an i -
tinent question, who is the happy man that is to act the part of pea-
stick on this occasion? I think I can guess, but I should like much
to hear it from your own lips.”

The philosopher smiled complacently, and then replied to Mr. de
Lunatico’s horror and astonishment,—

« { don’t think you can divine ; for I rather believe you never saw
him in your life. It is the Honourable Henry Frederick
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Fitzurse—which, being interpreted, means ¢ son of a bear’—the only
child of my near neighbour, Viscount Outrun.”

The chevalier’s heart felt for his two young friends; for to tell the
reader the truth, he had contrived slylg' to let fall a few drops of his
sympathetic fluid into the first glass of wine lie had drank with them ;
and from that moment felt a degree of interest in all their affairs,
which was quite marvellous. It struck him, however, that as soon as
the good old philosopher discovered which way his daughter’s inclina-
tions ran, he would immediately change his purposes. It was evident
that her happiness was his grand object; he was a man of sense and
discrimination too, and not likely to be led away by any vain imagi-
nations, except philosophical ones; and Mr. de Lunatico, therefore,
ventured to put a few more questions to him, in order to ascertain
whether the Honourable Henry Frederick Augustus Fitzurse possessed
sach high qualities, corporeal and intellectual, as could balance the
great advantage of his young friend Worrel, in possessing the fair
Laura’s heart.

“ Pray, Mr. Longmore,” said he, ¢ is this young man a very virtu-
ous one or a very learned one, a distinguished soldier, an accom-
plished gentleman, a skilful statesman, or a great philosopher ?” -

His companion hesitated, and the chevalier could see that he was
very unwilling to reply to his questions; but the powers of his eye-
salve were not to be resisted ; and being forced to tell all, Mr. Long-
more replied,—

 To say the truth, chevalier, he is not very famous for his virtue ;
he seduced the miller’s daughter, and then threw her away like a worn
garment, so that the poor girl drowned herself in the dam. Then he
intrigued with the attorney’s wife, was prosecuted, and forced to pay
damages by her husband, who, immediately after the trial was over,
took her back to live with him, and gave her a smart new pelisse out
of the money. Noj; I can’t say he is ve-ry virtuous. As to his learn-
ing, I believe he can read and write; but I don’t think much more—
he is a peer’s son, you know. And then again, in respect to his being
a distinguished soldier, he did distinguish himself at the last great
battle, but it was by running away. He is what we call an accom-
plished gentleman, however, now-a-days; for he smokes an immense
number of cigars; can spit farther through his teeth than his own
groom ; has cheated a veterinary surgeon in selling a horse; can drive
a tandgm to perfection; and ride, dg'iezk, swear, and frighten women
and children, with any man in the United Kingdoms.”

“ Then, pray, my dear sir,” demanded the chevalier, in as quiet
a tone as he could possibly assume, * what is your motive for bestow-
ing your daughter upon this unpleasant young gentleman

¢ She will be a peeress,” said the old man, in a low tone; “she will
be a peeress!”

“ But, suppose she would rather not,” said Mr. de Lunatico.

“ She shall, by ——" cried the philosopher, with a very unphilo-
sophical oath. « Good Heaven! when I have been striving and
labouring for her happiness, and am now ready to settle all that I have
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on earth upon her, and to pay off the mortgage upon the Outrun
estate, and to do every thing in the world for her! If the girl were
mad enough to say a word against what I propose, I would cast her
off for ever.”

The old gentleman by this time had worked himself into such a
passion, that the chevalier saw it would be useless to reason with
him ; for he had remarked in the moon and elsewhere, that there is
nothing which makes people so angry, as to find that other people can
be happy in a different way from that which they propose. Mr. de
Lunatico once thought indeed of interrupting all the old gentleman’s
schemes, by giving him his summons to another sphere; but then the
wish to see how things would go, and the positive prohibition which
had been laid upon him in regard to using the powers with which he
was invested, to influence the ordinary course of human affairs, induced
him to pause; when just at that moment, Laura put her beautiful
little head out of the window, and summoned them to the breakfast.
room, where the chevalier found that poor young Worrel had taken
his place, and was enjoying his dream of happinees, unconscious of
the fate that was preparing for him.

Co—NO. 1. C
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CHAPTER IL

THE CREVALIER PINDS MIMSELF IN AN AWKWARD BUT COMMON PREDICAMBNY—
INQUIRES CURIOUSLY INTO THE NATURE OF LOVE—AN INVITATION TO A BALL—
THE REASONADLEYESS OF DUELLING DEMONSTRATED—THE CREVALIER AND THE
LOVER TAKE AN APTERNOON'S RIDE—WHO WE BSIOULD MARRY AND WHO WS
RIIOULD NOT—THE PREVIOUS HISTORY OF ONE OF TUE CHARACTERS —THE
RENOWNED JOEY PIKE 1§ MADE ACQUAINTED WITHR THE READER, A8 WELL AS
MRS, MUGUGINS—SOME MOUOBE OF THE WORREL CHRONICLES—THE CHEVALIER
TAKES A MOONLIUMT RIDE, AND MELTS WITH A SOFT SOLICITOR ON THE KING'S
HIGIHWAY.

Tue morning passed pleasantly, the clear freshness of an English
breakfast, the bright looks of Laura and her lover, the brown toast,
1the new huid eggs, the fragrant eoffee, to say nothing of some excellent
Lroiled kam kept hot under a silver cover, angd some golden honey in a
crystal jar, all tended to reconcile the Chevalier de Lunatico to the
planet in which he was destined to make a temporary sojourn, and
make him comprehend the inducements which lead so many spirits
astray from the kingdom of the moon. Although the house of the
philosophier was a very comfortable residence, yet reflecting that busi-
ness must be thought of before pleasure, and judging from their
conversation of that morning that there could be very little doubt as
to which world good Mr. Longmore belonged to, the chevalier, on second
thoughts, proposed to give him his billet for the moon as soon after
breakfast as possible, and to proceed on his way without further delay.
Lefore the meal was over, however, the old gentleman was led into a dis-
cussion concerning the effects of virtue and vice on human happiness ;
and so shrewdly did he argue, so sensibly did he reason, so eloquently
did he prove that * Health consists in temperance alone, and Peace, oh
Virtue! Peace is all thine own,” that the chevalier began again to
doubt whether a man who was so wise in some respects must not be
right in others also, and whether constituted as the earth is, it might
not be really better to marry a daughter to a coward, a drunkard, a
debauchee, and a fool, rather than to a sensible, affectionate, high-spirited
roung man, when the one had a title, and the other had none. Mr. de
unatico was certainly at this period unacquainted with the common
practices of our world, otherwise he would have had no doubt upon the
matter. He resolved, however, to inquire farther, and after breakfast,
Mr. Longinore pressed his hand kindly, saying, “ You must not think
of quitting us for a day or two, although I must leave you under the
care of my daughter, and our young cousin, Worrel, for I must now
go to my observatory to examine these terrible spots in the sun. I
would invite you, chevalier, to give me your assistance, but after the
sad loss | sustained, 1 took an cath that no foreigner should ever enter

]
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the ohservatory again. In you, my dear sir, I have the most profound
confidence, as you are well aware, but my oath must not be broken.”

The chevalier put his mind at ease by begging him to make no
excuses, as he could have given him no assistance in regard to the sun,
having confined himself entirely to another sphere.

When Mr. Longmore had retired, the chevalier found himself in
the very awkward position of a companion of two lovers. I never
could discover why, the number three has always been looked upon as
a |ucky one by astrologers in olden times, and housemaids and pea-
sant girls in our own. It is evidently also considered as something
fine, in the constitutions of states, it is reverenced by magistrates,
it is the gauge of the con tion, and wherever we turn we find
number three making himself as busy and important as a new
made member of parliament; and yet, after all, there are few
situations more uncomfortable than being number three, when two
imuiw company enough. The chevalier, however, was, as the
reader well knows, very peculiarly circumstanced, and, in fact, was
not half so much in the way as any one else might have been. The
confidence which he inspired, at the very first sight, had its effects upon
the lovers as well as upon all others. Laura said in her own heart
that she did not care at al] about being made love to in his presence,
and H Worrel vowed that it was a matter of moonshine to him
whether the chevalier saw all their proceedings or not. Such being
the case, the chevalier made himself eomfomg:e, and entering, as he
did, into all the feelings, thoughts, and wishes of the fair Laura and
her lover, he began a somewhat interesting conversation with them
mlicgning their future fate. that ol Ne &

it not be s however, tho sympa-
thise with all ‘he;;ppo-ed, sensations, he was not withuog\: a great d{ori of
surprise at the phenomenon of love, and set himself seriously to
consider whether it was, or was not in itself a species of lunacy.
« tere are two beings,” he said to himself, “composed of bundles of
fibres, disposed artfully around a jointed framework of earthenware, and
covered over with a soft, sleek, pretty coloured tegument, ornamented
with a glossy, curli vegetabf; substance, called hair, and united
with a peculiar sort‘:f'lpirit, differing so little from our own spirits in
the moon, and those of other planets, that it is difficult to distinguish
the one from the other. These beings see each other, and because one
bappens to have a different shaped patch of red, or black, or blue
from the rest of their fellow-creatures, or because the vegetable
happens to curl a different way, or the wind instrument, with which
they are furnished for making an intelligible noise, chances to have &
particular tone, they become o desirous of living all their lives to-
gcther, that if they are not permitted to do so, they will be quite ready
to take means for reducing their soul-case to its original elements.
All this is very curious, it must be confessed—I will watch the process.”

« Come, chevalier,” cricd Laura, just at that moment, “ put on your
hat, and comc out with Henry and me,—we will take you a long walkk
through the country, and show you every thing that is pretty round
about.”
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The chevalier very willingly complied, and while Laura, hanging
on Worrel’s arm, led the way through shady lanes and through green
fields, he went on with his examination of that strange, but sweet
thing, love, and could not but own, as he saw the mutual glance of
warm affection, the playful smile that spoke the heart’s passion without
‘words, the long sigh drawn in the fulness of happiness, and perceived
how love, like the bee, extracts honey from every object that it
‘passes—he could not but own, I say, that, however strange, it is very
delightful. There was a simplicity and a truth in the lovers too, that
to his eyes, who could see their hearts, gave a sort of a holy bright-
ness to their affection. Their confidence in each other seemed to beget
a confidence in all around them, in their own happiness, in nature, in
man, in God ; and wandering on together, plucking flowers from the
banks, pausing to look into this calm sweet glen, or over that wide
dazzling prospect, listening to the song of the birds, or scenting the
fresh dawning air, it was evident that they expected their life to be
like that summer day’s walk where tranquil enjoyment and peaceful
variety awaited them at every step.

The chevalier resolved, though forbidden to use any of the greater
powers he possessed, to exert himself to the utmost in every other way
to promote the happiness of the lovers. “I can surely persuade the
old gentleman,” he said to himself, “to a better view of this affair.”—
But the chevalier little knew how obstinate a father can be when his
daughter’s happiness is concerned. All the gentlemen of antiquity,
who sacrificed, or ever thought of sacrificing, their daughters, from
Jeptha to Agamemnon, are nothing to a modern papa, with rank,
fortune, or fashion, as the idol before him.

However that may be, the Chevalier de Lunatico, Laura, and
Worrel, like every other being, lunar or terrestrial, reckoned without
their host. The learned and disputatious reader may perhaps stop
me here, and inquire, who is the host, that we so frequently reckon
without; who spoils the account of misers when they look upon their
treasure, and think that they will possess it for ever; of lovers when
they gaze upon their mistress, and think that a few hours shall place
her in their arms; of conquerors, when they scan the bloody field, and
say, “but one step more to a throne” In all these cases, truly there is
a dark and awful host that mocks our cstimate, and brings in a very
different bill against us. That host is, Fate!

The walking party had just passed through a broad sandy road,
that led straight through a wood to a brow of a hill, and were gazing
over the fair forest scene, with a blue distance of fields, and hills, and
. villages beyond, when a servant on horseback, in a splendid livery,
‘galloped up, and put-a note into Harry Worrel’s hand.  He opened it
and read, and a peculiar expression came over his countenance, a look
of anxious thoughtfulness, which at once made the Chevalier de Lu-
natico perceive that something was the mafter. The fair Laura also
appeared to have some suspicion that the note was not of a pleasant
kind, for she asked him, laughingly, what it was about, adding some-
thing in regard to woman’s curiositys ‘
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“Nothing, Laura, nothing,” replied Harry Worrel, putting it into
his pocket: “an invitation to a ball at Outrun Castle.”

“Oh! we shall have a card, too,” said Laura; “but I certainly shall
not go. I detest that Henry Frederick Fitzurse.”

“[ don’t think you will be invited,” said Worrel, gravely: “you
have shown your dislike to him very plainly, Laura.” .
The conversation there dropped, and the chevalier and his friends
took their way back towards the house. They had contrived, how-
ever, to spend more than four hours in their ramble, by the time they
reached home, and the fair Laura, complaining that her pretty little
feet were tired, went in to rest herself, while Worrel and the chevalier
took a turn together in the garden. )

“ And now, my young friend,” said Mr. de Lunatico, “what were
the contents of that note? I must entreat you to let me know, for [
feel very sure that it contained no invitation to a ball.”

“To a pistol ball,” said Worrell, gravely: “and I really do not
know where to seek a friend upon the occasion. My cousin, Mr.
Longuiore, is out of the question in such a business as this, and you,
my dear chevalier——"

“Will be very happy to assist you,” he replied, interrupting his
companion. “You know we people of the moon are the greatest
ducllists in the universe, and sooner or later we have every man that
fights another upon this earth sent up, by warrant, to take his place in
the lunatic world. That, however, is not exactly my object in offering
to accompany you; that object I will explain afterwards; but, in the
first place, tell me, what is the cause of quarrel assigned by your
honourable opponent, or has he any quarrel with you at all ?”

«“ None whatever,” replied Worrel. ¢“He simply demands that I
should give up all claim to the hand of Laura Longmore, cease to
visit at her father'’s house for the next six months, and quit this part
of the country, or fight him without further delay. Now, as I
certainly shall not resign my claim upon Laura’s hand till I resign
my life, I suppose I must give him the meeting he requires; though,
heaven knows, if he was to shoot me to-morrow, there is no chance of
his obtaining Laura, for she herself detests him; and I have often
heard Mr. Longmore himself say, that he is puzzled to know whether
Henry Fitzurse is most knave, fool, or debauchee. Fight him, how
ever, I must.”

“Oh! certainly, certainly,” said the chevalier; “upon the very
most approved principles of society, which, by a general and invariable
law, gives every blackguard, villain, scoundrel, knave, and ass, a right
to fire one or two pistol-shots at any good and exemplary man whom
he chooses to call upon, while that man has the great compensation of
firing at him again in return, if he thinks fit to do so—though perhaps
he may look upon it as murder. Oh, say not a word more; I know
all about duelling; we have a space put apart for that species of
amusement in the moon.”

“You are very severe,” said Henry Worrel; .“and I abhor the
practice as much as you can do; but I see not how it can be avoided,
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either in my own, or in many other instances. You would not, surely,
have me give up Laura at the wild bullying of this Henry Fitzurse!”

« Oh, no,” replied the chevalier, “that is quite impossible; but I
think, on the contrary, that there is a very good chance of your
making him give her up.”

« How so7” demanded Worrel, eagerly. * Though I care not much
whether he gives her up or not, for her father would certainly never
marry her to such an animal as that.”

It was very evident, from the tone in which he spoke, that Worrel
did not feel quite so certain of the matter as his words implied; and
the Chevalier de Lunatico thought it right to undeceive him alto-

her. No words can express the poor young man’s despair when he

eard the purposes of Mr. Longmore; but the chevalier comforted him
in some degree by saying :— :

«I have a plan for you, my good young friend, by which, as I told

ou, we may perhaps, drive this Fitzurse out of the fleld. I hear he
L a desperate coward, and his sending you such an insolent letter only
shows that such is the case. Show yourself more ready to fight him
than he is to fight you: write him, this very night, an answer, telling
him that you will not bear such conduct for a single day: appoint the
meeting for the earliest possible hour to-morrow morning, and tell him
that he or you do-not quit the fleld alive. I think I could take upon
myself to say, that he will instantly attempt to withdraw his cartel:
and, as I will bear your note to him, I will give him the opportunity.
of so doing, upon condition that he quits the pursuit of the fair Laura
for ever.”

Harry Worrel looked down upon the ground for a moment or two
In silence. He was as brave as any man need be—as ready to front
danger and death, when needful, a3 any man in Europe. He knew
also, that it is well to do a disagreeable thing, when it must be
done, as speedily as possible: so that his judgment told him the plan
proposed by his dear, new-found friend was the very best that could
be devised: yet there was something in the idea of so speedily parting
with the bright things of life, of eavin% perhaps but one anxious
night between him and fate—of parting, in a few short hours, very
likely for evet, with the dear being who had become the charm of his
existence: there was something in all this, I say, that made him
thoughtful. His mind, however, was soon made up; and, as the
human heart i8 but a bit of cork upon the top of the waves of life,
now tossed up, now sinking down, but never going to the bottom
altogether, his heart rose the next instant, and he proceeded to act
upon the suggestion of the chevalier, having very good reason to know
that those who calculated upon his opponent’s cowardice were not likely
to be far astray. The whole matter was now soon settled: the
day was by this time wearing towards the evening, and it was agreed
that the chevalier and his young friend should ride over together that
night to a small village, near Outrun Castle, as if intending to make
an expedition to some curious old Roman remains on the following
morning ; that the chevalier should carry Harry Worrell’s note from
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the village that night, and that they should wait at the small inn at
the place till the proposed meeting of the following morning, in
case edthe result of Mr. de Lunatico’s plan was not such as they antici-
pat:

Mr. Longmore, as the reader knows, had his own peculiar habits,
and amongst others was that of dining at half-past four o’clock pre-
cisely, in which vicious practice he had indulged for at least thirty
years. Great was the uneasiness that this occasioned at various times;
for, although we have invented steam-kitchens, we have not yet, alas!
been able to invent steam-cooks. Mr. Longmore lated his clocks
by the sun every day; but, alas! he could not te the tenants of
the kitchen. Sometimes the dinner would be five minutes too soon,
sometimes it would be five minutes too late, and sometimes the cook’s
thumb held back the march of old time upon the face of the dial, by
a dexterous application to the longer of those two wandering hands,
which, very much like the course of human knowledge, are always
moving on from hour to hour, yet never getting any farther from the one
central point to which they are fixed down. '1ehis event—and it was not
unfrequent—both annoyed and puzzled the old philosopher. He had
the best clocks and watches in Europe, and yet there was something
in the atmosphere of the kitchen which made the finest piece of me-
chanism that ever was invented go wrong as soon as it got there.
Such was the case on the present day: dinner was not on the table for
a full quarter of an hour after half-past four by Mr. Longmore’s own
chronometer. The cook appealed to her clock, the clock justified the
cook, and Mr. Longmore, in a state of considerable excitement, cried
«“Pish1” at the fish, “ Pshaw!” at the soup, and was only restored to
equanimity by the sight of a venison pasty, the inner parts of which
were a present from gutrun park. It was with some difficulty, then,
that a favourable moment was found for communicating to the old gen-
tleman the proposed expedition of Hacry Worrel and the chevalier to the.
Roman remains, in the neighbourhood of Outrun Castle, and when it
was done Mr. Longmore looked surprised, and Laura surprised, and
not well satisfied. The good philosopher, however, soon made up his
mind to the matter, agreed that early in the morning was the best
time to see the ruins, etted greatly that he could not be of the
party, which was impoesible, as he had a little affair with the sun about
that time, but offered, for the chevalier'’s use, his own neat cantering
cob galloway, which, like every thing else that he possessed, was, in
Mr. Longmore’s estimation, the best thing of its kind in the world.
This btilnlgksetﬂed, the pony saddled and brought round, and a parting
glass d to the success of their expedition, the chevalier and his
young friend took leave to depart. Laura shook hands with them
both, but the Chevalier de Lunatico thought that he perceived in her
countenance an expression somewhat sad and reproachful as she bade
her lover adiew. He saw at once that she had suspicions that their
errand was not that which it seemed. However, as no man ever yet
considered the feelings of his wife, the situation of his children, the
happiness, or even the existence of any of his friends or dependents,
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or, in short, any other such minor and unimportant matters, when
he was going to yield to the fashion of the world, Harry Worrel tore
himself away with as comfortable an air as he could assume, and
mounting his own horse, while Mr. de Lunatico bestrode the round,
cantering, cob galloway of good Mr. Longmore, they set off at a quiet
pace, in the cool calmness of a fine spring evening.

For a couple of miles they were very silent, but atlength the cheva-
lier, always having the end of his perquisitions in view, thought fit to
address a few questions to his companion ; inquiring in the first place,
in a quiet, easy tone, whether he went upon this affair with the
most comfortable feelings in the world.

« Not exactly,” answered Harry Worrel, with that peculiar sort of can-
dour which the chevalier engendered in all with whom he was brought
" in contact. « In the first place, my dear chevalier, I look upon duelling
as ‘criminal, as foolish, and as blackguard. I wouldn’t tell any body
but you for the world that such are my opinions, and I shall certainly
take care on all occasiors to make every body believe that I go to fight
my man as quietly as I sit down to eat my dinner; and that I look
upon the practice as absolutely necessary to society, for the purpose of
giving every man, who is injured or insulted, a sort of wltima ratio 1o
which there is no reply. In the next place, I dont like the idea of
being killed at all, and, do what I will to prevent it, the thought of a
nasty, hard bullet coming and sticking into me like a piece of hot iron,
will present itself to my imagination. Nevertheless, as I have tolerably
good nerves, not very easily shaken, that will never prevent me from
going out with an unpleasant friend. The thing that is most disagrec-
able to me, is, I confess, the thought of killing a fellow creature in cold
blood. I know and feel, and am perfectly aware, that 1 am just as
much committing a murder as if I cut a man’s throat in his bed, and
ought to be hanged for it too, only, thank God, we have plenty of jury-
men in England, who are quite ready to perjure themselves whenever
a gentleman thinks fit to shoot another through the head, and to find
him not guilty, though, if a poor man had done it, driven by starva-
tion, they would hang him as high as Haman. Thus I am sure of
immunity in this world; and, as to the next, Macbeth says :—

#—————— If the assassination

Could trammel up the consequences, and catch
‘With this surcease, success ; that but this blow
Might be the be-all, and the end-all here—
But here upon this bank and shoal of time—
We'd jump the world to come.”

Besides, this sort of murder, unlike all others, is punished by the
world, if we do not commit it, and not if we do. So now, my dear
chevalier, having told you all I think upon this subject, let us change
the topic, for on my life it isn’t a pleasant one, and I would rather
think of something else.”

« With all my heart,” said the chevalier, muttering to himself. « He
won't quite do for the moon. But pray tell me, good Mr. Warrel, what
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is your relationship to worthy Mr. Longmore ? I have heard from cer-
tain persons that a body of lunatics, a good many years ago enacted a
code of laws, by which cousins to the third or fourth degree, were
forbidden from marrying.”

“ Oh, we have changed all that,” said Harry Worrel. « In our
country we did away with all the prohibitions in regard to marrying
near relations, except, exactly brothers and sisters, uncles and nieces,
gmndmotheu and grandsons; but in pure opposition to the Bible we

ave retained strictly the prohibition in regard to a widow marrying
her brother-in-law, or a man marrying his dead wife’s sister, though
the latter is the most natural marriage in the world, and one which
is li,l’(ely to prove the happiest for the first wife’s children, if she leave
any.
The obstacle, between Laura and myself, my dear sir, is want of
rank and fortune, on my part ; and poor Laura and I both fear, when
we give ourselves time to think of it, that this obstacle will never be
removed ; for good Mr. Longmore, notwithstanding all his philosophy,
has so great a reverence for wealth and title, and so great a hatred for
poverty and democracy, that I am afraid there is very little chance of
obtaining his consent, unless I can obtain wealth and distinction in the
first place.”

“ You must try, my young friend, youmust try,” said the chevalier ;
“ and, perhaps, if you were to make up your mind to quit your fair
Laura for a month or two, and go on a tour with me, you might have
opportunities of looking about you, which you will not easly find
under other circumstances. Think of it, thmi of it; and now go on
with your story.”

1 have no story to tell,” replied Harry, ¢ or at least a very short
one. My father was nephew to good Mr. Longmore, who did not marry
till late in life, and being determined, as he thought, not to marry at
all, he engaged my parent to quit the bar, at which he was practising
with some success, in London, and come down and stay with him, in-
tending to make him his heir. Scarcely, however, had my father been
here three years, when Mr. Longmore, as gentlemen of fifty-five will
sometimes do, thought fit to fall in love with a girl of twenty, married
her, and in due time was the father of my sweet Laura. Not being
in want of an heir any longer, he did not know well what to do with my
father, whose prospects at the bar were spoiled. He obtained for him,
therefore, the agency of the castle Outrun estates, in the neigh-
bourhood of which both my parents were born; but at the end of
five or six years, my father died, and my mother was left with buta very
small income. My uncle, however, who was an officer in the army,
assisted her as far as his means would permit, though his own fortune
was very limited. He was extremely kind to us as long as he lived,
and many a time do I remember him coming down, holding me in his
arms like a second father, and loading me with little presents and toys.
But my poor uncle was killed at the%ast great battle, and though he
left to my mother and myself all his little property, to the amount of
about two hundred a year, it did not at all console us for his loss.”
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« And is your mother still living 7” demanded the chevalier.

“ No,” replied Worrell, in a grave tone, * I am alone.”

There was a degree of melancholy in his manner which struck the
chevalier, and prevented him from proceeding; for it must be recol-
lected that the few drops which that gentleman had taken out of his
phial, had taught him at once to sympathise with Harry Worrell and
Laura ; and he found his condition very unpleasant in consequence.
Every man has enough to do with his own griefs, and should not
meddle with other people’s; and thus the Chevalier de Lunatico now
discovered that he had done a very foolish act in dabbling with sym-
pathy at all.

« I will never do it again as long as I live,” said the chevalier.

But the chevalier’s resolutions were like other men’s, as the reader
will see before he gets to the end of the history. However that may
be, the two jogged on in silence beside one another for a distance and
a time that would have killed a Frenchman; and as they did so, the
universe began to put on its gray dressing-gown, previous to the
world’s going to bed. The figure may seem a strange one, and eer-
tainly is not so pretty as that of Shakespeare, when he says—

® See when the morn in russet mantle clad
‘Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill.”

But what I mean by it is, that the light began to forsake the sky, and
all things around fell into the dusky hue of evening.

At length, as they were passing a finger-post, where a road branched
off from that which they were pursuing, Harry Worrel renewed the
conversation by saying,——

« A few furlongs farther, and we are at the little inn, which is as
comfortbale a one as any man could choose to pass a quiet evening in ;
but, as you are destined for another ride to-night, my dear friend, pray,
remark that road on theleft; for it takes you onward in a straight line
to Outrun Castle. At the distance of about a mile, you will come to
the wall of the park, which extends for nearly two miles along the road,
without nnf' break, gup, or interval, except the two gates; the first of
which is a large iron one, without any lodge, only opened upon great
occasions. The other gate, nbout half & mile beyond, has a lodge, and
there you will gain admittance. I think you had better set off very
soon after we get to the inn, that we may take our measures according
to your report.”

« We'll wait till the moon is up,” said the chevalier; «I liketo ride
in the moonlight. It is an old habit of mine; but in the meantime you
have to write your letter, and you must think about the pistols, too.”

« I will send for them,” replied Worrel; « I have a pair belonging
to my uncle; and as to the letter, it will soon be written; but the
moon rises at nine o’clock, and that cannot be far off.”

All was pleasant, and if we may use the term, quiet bustle at the
little inn, on the arrival of Harry Worrel and his companion. ‘The
former seemed well known to the landlady and to all the servants of the
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house ; and many were the respectful gratulations which he received,
as he dismounted from his horse. The hostess was a widow—
certainly past the prime of life—but still so fat, so fair, so rosy,
and so smiling, with lips so pouting, eyes so bright, and hair so
little mixed with gray, that what between her good looks, the repu-
tation of having made her first husband very happy, and the certainty
of her being well to do in the world, many a gay swain in the village
and the neighbourhood had shown an unequivocal disposition to
occupy the place which good Josiah Muggins had left vacant.—
Mrs. Muggins, however, looked upon a husbund as a piece of bed-
room furniture that might very well be dispensed with by a lady in her
fiftieth year; and, consequently, though she was kind and eivil to
every body, laughed with one, and jested with another, sold ale to all
who would drink it, and gave away a good many trifles to the poor
and needy, she showed herself much less liberal to her lovers; would
insist upon regarding all their sweet things as a joke; and with a
l)roprlety which we recommend much to the consideration of all youn
udies, never suffered any man to come to a declaration, being resolv
not to accept him if he did.

By this good dame, as we have said, was Harry Worrel not only
civilly but affectionately received.

« Lord bless you, dear life!” she said, “ how happy I am to sce
you—vwhat a time it is since you have been at the Half-Moon 1” ,

The Sdheulier de Lunatico pricked up his ears ; but Mrs. Muggins

i

« All your old friends will be so happy to see you, sir, if you stay

& little while in the village. Here, Sally, get ready number two for
Master Harry, and number three for the other gentleman ; I see they
are come to stay. John Ostler, take round the fentlemen’u horses.
Lord bless you, sir, | know when gentlemen intend to stop the night
with half an eye. Here, Joey Pike, show Master Harry into the little
parlour. I have had a leetle bit of fire lighted in it, sir, this afternoon,
to keep it warm, for the nights are still frosty. Joey Pike, I say, what
do you stand there in an attitude for, thinking yourself the Polly of
Belzidere? Lord bless the lad | with his airs and graces. Be quick, I
say.
“ Ah, Joey,” cried Worrel, addressing a lad who was intended for
& waiter, but who was decorated with a crimson velvet waistcoat, and
a green silk handkerchief round his neck, “ ah, Joey, have you come
back into the country ?  Why, I thought you had got a gooc{ place in
London.”

“ Yes, sir, I had,” answered Joey Pike, in a sweet and lisping tone,
and with a low and graceful bow 3 “but my poor master was inclined to
a consumption, and recommended to Italian climes ; so 1 accompanied
him, sir, to Naples—Bella Napoli, as they call it—where he died
under my hands. For the last six weeks, sir, [ fed him night and
day with vollyvents and consummy, thinking to keep his strength up s
but he fell into a faiblesse, as the French eall it, and went from sing-
ouppy to singcuppy, till he drew the last sigh; and, to my infinite
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regret, expired. He left me with a strong recommendation to his
friends ; but I will never have a strong recommendation as long as I
live again. It is the worst thing in the world, sir; for they kept me on
in London, always promising to get me a good place, until I was very
nearly upon the pavy, and never did any thing for me after all. I waited
till I had spent every thing but fourteen shillings and ninepence; and
then I said to myself, fourteen shillings is just the fair on the top of the
diligence down to Outrun ; fivepence will get me a roll and a couple
of red herrings, and with the fourpence that remains, I can say with
the doctors, fiat haustus, which means, I am told, take a draught.
Says I to myself, there’s good Mrs. Muggins, a bong femme, if ever
there was one,” and he laid his hand upon his heart, and bowed his
head gracefully towards the landlady ; but she, on her part, cut him
short, exclaiming,— ’

¢« Hold your tongue, you fool, Joey, and show the gentlemen into
the parlour. Will you keep them in the passage all night ?”

«Madam, I will do it incessantly,” replied Joey, and marching a
step or two forward, he threw open the door with an exquisite wave of
the hand, drew himself up, with his head a little leaning on the right
side, and his feet in the fifth position, and suffering them to pass.in,
followed with the good landlady to ascertain their farther wants and
wisltes.

“Nothing, thank you, Mrs. Muggins,” replied Worrel to the lady’s
inquiries ; “nothing but some tea and toast, a pen and ink, and a
few sheets of writing paper. Will you send in the tea made, Mrs,
Muggins?” .

“For the paper I will be responsible,” cried Joey Pike ; ¢ where can
the inky-ostro be? I mean the inkstand, Mrs. Muggins, and quelle
piume that I left here only this morning. That’s the barmaid’s doing,
Mrs. Muggins. She has taken them, I'll warrant. I'd teach her, if I
werle you, to feather her nest with other things than pens out of the
parlour.”

“There they are you fool in the corner cupboard,” said Mra
Muggins. “Put them down quick, and then go out of the room. You
only tease the gentlemen with your chattering and your scraps of lan-
guages not half so good as your own.”

Joey Pike drew himself up, “I am not accustomed to chatter,
madam,” he said, with an air of impressive dignity, ¢ though on this
occasion, my bonnhoor, at seeing Master Harry again so unexpectedly,
may have increased my loquacity.”

Thus saying, he placed the inkstand and pens upon the table, waved
Mrs. Muggins gracefully to precede him, and then with a motion
somewhat like that of a cat stealing up to a bird, followed her out of
the room, closing the door after him in the most noiseless possible
manner.

The parlour was a low-roofed wainscotted chamber, with a fire-place,
which, as that is not a coal district, was unconscious of any fuel but
wood. The dark brown oak on the walls, the mouldings and the cor-
nices, though a little warped by the effect of many a drying summer’s
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sun, were all as neatly polished and varnished as possible. The floor
and drugget that covered it were as clean as it is possible to conceive.
The bright mahogany of the table reflected the light of the candles
like a mirror; and, in short, there was an air of homely cheerfulness
about the aspect of the whole chamber which made one feel very com-
fortable in the enjoyment of life, and all life’s blessings. It accorded
ill with the feelings and purposes of Harry Worrel at that moment;
for though it is a very difficult thing to say where death is least unpa-
latable, yet it certainly is not wheré we find ourselves very com-
fortable in life. The Chevalier de Lunatico, however, had just time to
stir the blazing pieces of wood on the hearth, and Harry Worrel to
gaze round the well-known room, recalling the memories of many
a pleasant day, when Joey Pike returned with a quire of paper,
which he dropped delicately before the latter gentleman, maintaining
the most profound silence, for the purpose of disproving Mrs. Muggins’s
charge of loquacitg.

The Chevalier de Lunatico, however, secmed inclined to enter into
conversation with him; for after telling him to see that his horse was
not unsaddled, as he had another ride to take that night, he asked him
what time the moon would be visible. Joey was seldom, if ever, found
at fault; and on this occasion he guve the chevalier an account of the
very moment when the planet would rise, and when she would appear
above the neighbouring trees. “Wehad last night,” he said, “a magnifi-
cent clare de Loon, and I trust that the same will be the case to-night,
for the sky is poorissimo.”

«] trust that it may be so,” said the chevalier; “and so, my good
fellow, you have been seeking a place?”

“Yes, sir, yes,” replied Joey, “I have been secking what my Italian
friends call a piazza, but I found none but the piazza of Covent-garden,
which is certainly not the best place that any young man could find,
especially when he is somewhat subject to the tender passion.”

“Joey, Joey,” cried the voice of the landlady. “That chattering boy
is teasing the gentlemen again—this will never do—I shali be obliged
to get rid of him.  Yet he is a clever boy, and a good one—1I declare I do
not know what to do—Joey, Joey, I say.”

% Organo, Organo,” cried Joey, “she is an excellent woman, that
Mrs. Muggins, a good, motherly, excellent person, but she cannot bear
any person to talk but herself,” and thus saying, he hurried out of the
room, leaving the chevalier to his own meditations, and Harry Worrel
to the composition of the letter, which he had already begun.

The letter was soon written, the chevalier mounted his horse and rode
away,and Harry Worrel stood alone in the little parlour with his back to
the wood fire, which by this time had crackled itself to sleep, and was
lying in glowing embers amidst white ashes on the hearth, like the
cheerful light which sometimes remains to brighten a happy old age.
His thoughts were of his father’s house. It is difficult to tell why: but
when any of those pauses take place which sometimes come in amidst
the fiercest struggles and most striking events of life—one of those
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pauses that occur befweem the purpose and the act, between the
excited passion and the result—I know not why it is, but the mind
always reverts to the calm sweet hours of youth and boyhood, to the
peaceful seenes in which our early days were past, to innocent enjoy-
ments, pleasures that we can taste no longer, feelings that cun be felt
no more. Worrel's thoughts, Isay, were of his father’s house, which had -
been situated not far from the spot where he then stood, and under
the influence of the moment, pageant-like visions of happy sports
amidst the woods and fields around, the merry game, the quickly past
sorrow, the flecting cloud and the gay sunshine of infancy came up
before the wand of the enchanter, Memory, as if to contrast themselves
in their ghostly beauty with the eager wishes, and the fierce auxieties
of manh

He had not long indulged in this manner, when the door quietly
opened, and in gliged his good landlady with a lighter step than might
have been anticipated from the ample volume of good things she
bore about with her.

« Beg pardon for intruding, Master Harry,"” she said; “bnt I could
not help coming in, now the other gentleman is gone, to say how glad
I am to see you again—why it is full & twelvemonth since you have
been here: I thought you had forgotten us all.”

“ Ob, no,” replied iy—hrry Worrel, “I never forget old friends.
Pray sit down, Mrs. Muggins, and pour me out another cup of tea. I
shall like it the better if it comes from your hand.”

“ Lord, Master Harry !” said the landlady, sitting down with a sim-

rr, and a well pleased air. ¢ However, many’s the cup of tea I
iave made for you in other days, ay, and for the colonel too, and I
should never wish to mske tea for a nicer man.”

“ He was here 8 great deal after my father's death,” said Harry
abstractedly.

“ Ay, and before too,” said the landlady: “a very handeome man
he was as ever I set eyes upon. I recollect him before you were born,
Master Harry, and all the girls in the village were dying for him, and
50 were & great many others more in his own station, one in particular,
but that was a sad story.”

“] never heard it,” said Worrel, “what was that 7

« Why, did you never hear of Lady Maria falling in love with
him?” ssid the landlady; “my lord’s daughter here up at the castle,
that is to say the old lord’s daughter, and how they found her walk-
ing secretly with him in the park, and the quarrel that took place,
and the ducl between your uncle and the present lord? Why they
fought in the lane between the two walls, and your uncle shot my
lord, and left him for dead, and then Lady Maria was sent away for a
long time, and it preyed upon her mind, poor thing, and she faded,
just as one secs a flower do, when one plucks it and gives it no water.
She never forgot her love, that she didn’t, poor girl; for I recollect, at
length, when your father and mother came down—at the time Mr.
Longmore talked of making him his heir, and they stayed at this house
with yoy, then a little boy—she came in suddenly one day to see
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them, but something was said, I suppose, that made ber think of past
tines, for she fainted dead away, and I was called to help her. We
could not bring her to for near an hour, and then she cried as if her
heart would break, poor thing. 8o she was nearly two hours in the
house altogether, and yet terribly afraid all the time that people should
send to seek her. However, nothing came of it then, but she was ill
at the time, and she got worse from that hour till she died.”

“ Poor thing,” said Harry Worrel, with feelings of affection and
tenderness rising up in his heart for a being of whose existence he had
not the slightest idea five minutes before.

It is a strange thing the human body, aud a strange thing the hu-
man mind, that a certain number of percussions of the air, produced
by the lungs, and modulated by the glotis, epiglotis, tongue, teeth, and
lips of the hostess, should make Worrel’s bosom feel very queer, and his
eyes to have a strong inclination to run over with tears, as if he had
been a pump, and somebody had worked the handle. If man is a mere
galvanic machine, as some philosophers believe, he is a very curious one
—hut somehow, I do not think that it is so.

However that may be, it is high time to follow the other two pieces
of mechanism, who were making their way on in the moonlight
towards Outrun Castle, namely, the Chevalier de Lunatico and his horse.
The cantering gulloway proceeded at a quiet, comfortable pace, just as
he had been accustomed to employ when ing Mr. Longmore after
a pair of slate-coloured greyhounds, befom bare, which they were
destined to run after, been found, poor thing, sitting in her plashy
form; and Mr. de Lunatico exceedingly comfortable in the moon-
shine where he was quite in his element, and in rapid and easy motion,—
which certainly is a thing that must be most agreeable to every one, except,
perhaps, a tortoise, who objects to all velocity, and a frog, who loves to
advance saltim,—went on considering the characters of the persons
he bad lately seen, and the best means of pursuing his invmion-
farther. After he had done with those subjects, he took to ing at
the country, and could not help thinking it very like some of the scenes
he had beheld in his own sphere. The night was as besutiful a one
as it was possible to see, and his way ran through a wooded lane. * For
some way it wns fringed on either side by scrubby oaks—occasionally
approaching closc to the road, and narrowing it within two hedges—
occasionally breaking away and leaving a space of rugged ground with
dingles, dells, and high banks, in which the moonlight and the dark
shadow lay quietly side by side, like husband and wife joined together
for life, a sort of Desdemona and Othello. At length, however, a good
tall brick wall appeared, flanking the lane on the right hand, while
a high bank rose on the other side with a hedge running along the top
for some way, which, after a certain extent again gave place to masonry,
and another wall appeared with some hawthorn Lushes and some
brambles at its foot.

Had the chevalier heard the landlady’s story, he wculd have said
to himself, « This is the place where Coloncdd Worrel fought his
sweetheart’s brother ;” but as it was, he was uncon:cious of the
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interest of the sceme, and he and his horse cantered on together
without saying a word to each other. He had gone about half a mile
between these two walls when suddenly a figure started out from the
bushes we have talked of, caught hold of his bridle, put a pistol to his
breast, and asked him for his money. As this is a commodity with
which he had been plentifully supplied before he set out, and as he
was well aware that all his expenses were to be paid, upon the same
liberal scale as other diplomatists, whereas, a holethrough his body was
not likely to be amended without considerable difficulty, the chevalier
put his hand in his pocket, pulled out a considerable handful, and be-
stowed it upon the covetous stranger with the best grace in the world.
His applicant, however, was not satisfied, but in a thundering tone of
voice commanding him to stand as still as a stock-fish, in that exact
spot, while he ran away.

The chevalier neither assented nor dissented, but suffered the
worthy gentleman to proceed about a hundred yards, and then fol-
lowed him at a wary pace, fully resolved to see where he went to,
but to keep a tolerable space of ground between them. The moon,
most complacently, shone bright down the lane, so that the fi of
the robber, who was a tall, stout, heavy man, was as clear and distinct
as if it had been day light; and the chevalier rode on perfectly certain
of being able to trace him, especially as the walls soon became clear of
all brushwood at the foot, and there seemed not the slightest possibili
of escape. When the man with the pistols found that he was followed,
he appeared very furious, paused, shouted, and held up his hand with a
threatening gesture; but as he halted, the chevalier halted—as he went
on, the chevalier went on—and thus they had proceeded for about five
hundred yards, when suddenly to Mr. de Lunatico’s horror, surprise,
and astonishment, the stout personage he was pursuing suddenly dis-
appeared, as if he had been swallowed up by the earth. He now rode
on in haste, but nothing could he discover of his fugitive friead, nor
any possible means of escape. There were the great gates of the park,
it is true, at no great distance, but they consisted of nothing but a tall
grating of iron, over which it was impossible to climb, and on shaking
them with his hand the chevalier found that they were firmly locked. ,
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CHAPTER IIL

THE CHEVALIER PROPOSES A NEW WAY OF STOPPING MIGHWAY ROBBERY-—RE 18
INTRODUCED TO SOME GENTLEMEN OF RANK AXD CONSEQUENCE—FINDS THEK SOFT
SOLICITOR IN AN UNEXPECTED BITUATION.

Nor a little puzzled was Mr. de Lunatico. He paused, he considered,
he turned the matter every possible way in his mind, and yet he could
make nothing of it: and finding that such was positively the case, he
wisﬂ{ gave the matter up, and rode on. About a quarter of a mile
in advance, the chevalier came to the lesser 5“” with the lodge
attached, at which he had been told to apply, and ringing a large bell
that presented itself to his hand on the right side, he was admitted in
& minute by a rosy boy in a smock frock. The chevalier having
entered, found himself in face of the I the door of which was
open, with a scene of comfortable peasant-life presented within, such
as perhaps is not to be met with in any other country than England.
The aspect was so pleasant and cheerful, that the chevalier dis-
mounted from his horse, and went in not only to ask his way up to the
- house, but also to give notice of the robbery which had been com-
mitted. He expected to find nothing but contentment and happiness,
but in this he was mistaken. The mastiff-like growl of the English
peasant was not banished even there; and when he spoke to the
man about the pleasant look of his cottage, and the comfortable life
he must lead, the good fellow found half-a-dozen things to grumble at,
and his wife chimed in with half-a-dozen more. When they heard of
the robbery, however, they both shook their heads, exclaiming, “ What,
again? have been a good many there, sir, lately, and nobody
has ever been able to discover who does it, or how it is done. It had
stopped for a fortnight, and so we thought the thing was over; I am
sorry it’s again, for this, you see, is the chief road between
Outrun and Market Greenford, and all the poor market-women will
be losing their money as they come home of a night.”

¢ Let them all club together, and baste the villain heartily,” said the
Chevalier de Lunatico, or let them scratch his eyes out, or set him in
the middle of them, and talk at him till he is Twenty or thirty
women could easily punish one man in various ways.”

« Ah, sir, but perhaps there are many of them,” said the woman.

“ These are hard times, sir,” said the man in a gruff tone, ¢ and drive
many & poor fellow to take to the road. Would you like the boy to tgo
up and show you the way to the house ?” he continued impatiently, for
an English peasant soon has enough of talking to a gentleman; and as
he s he returned with zeal and devotion to the toasting of his

C—¥0. 3. D
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bacon. The chevalier, however, having learned the way, declined the
hoy’s assistance, and remounting the cantering galloway, who had
looked round several times to see if he was coming, he proceeded
easily along the road which led towards Castle Outrun itself. He was
in no hurry, it is true, to quit so fair a scene as that which spread
around him, for the well-gravelled road lay amidst those wild expanses
of green turf, occasional clurmps of inagnificent trees, wild hill sides
covered with fern, deep, dingly dells, and from time to time, pieces of
water, which characterize an English park, and the whole was silvered
gvet with the brightest moonshine. Seen at that period of the night,
when the chevalier dpproached it, the mansion itself was certainly an
imposing pile of building, consisting of large masses of stone-work
in the castellated style, with small windows peeping out here and
thiere, 4iid a btodd terrace spreading round. The moonlight was syffi-
tlent to show the prand features of the place, but none of the defects.
Had the 8un beer there, grass growing amongst the gravel of the ter-
face, stoties falling from differeiit paits of the building, windows hroken
fiid shiit up, hnd niany a sign of that decay which springs—not from
hge and the slow wedring hand of time—but from the tooth of the f:ll
destroyer; neglect, would have been very apparent. Even as it wis, the
place hatt dhy tHing but 4 cheerful aspect; from some windows in ong
wing, indeed, the shutters of which had not been closed, a glare of light
was streaming forth ; but that did not inuch enliven a building the rest
of which was dll dark, givihg it the look of a man with ohe eye. Sounds
of laixghtei' and meiriment, however, were heard from withih as thg
thevalier approdched thie door, but ceased at once as hie pulled the bell
tope, p'i"otluc ng a long, loud peal in the empty hall. Two smart ser-
vaiits, with fowdered heads and flaming liveries, saon after appeared,
ard ih afiswer to the ¢hevaliet’s demand for the Ho dn.irabig, Henry
Fredetick Augiistus Fitzurse, said that lie was still at dinner with the
fioble lord his father. “Pray, iriform hini,” said the visitor, “that the
Ch%valier de Liiiiatico wishes to speak with him for, g few minutes.”
he l'acliedys stared at him with an air thit would have been very
inisolent, had not Mt. de Lunatico’s peculiar Ki,ﬂf produced & feéiing(qf‘
¢otintithicativéness in those two Feh’tleme'n~ which they could not at all
resist. “He'll be precioud unwilling to see you, unless he knows who
you are, old chap,” éaid one of them. | ) o

1 dare sdy he'll think it 1§ 4 bailiff” said the other; “but I cani tell
you, if you &reé; yoii have very little regard for your own skin to come
down here.” o .

,“Assure the honourdblé gentleman that I am no bailiff at all”
tepled the chevilier, “but metely a foreign gentleman travelling in
this country; #nd happening hécidéntally g? have a little important
business to talk with him sbout.” . ,

“Well; come in, come In,” said one of the men. “John take care of
this gentleman’s horse for a thinute. Come iiito this little room, old
¢hiap and I'll tell Mr. Fitzurse ih a minute.” .
" Tlie inan 1s drutik,” thooght the Clievalier de Lunatico, following
#ito & srivdll etipty room ofi thd ypporite sideé of the hall; m')%lﬁiog
the ik BbirktK, probably gavé 4 exappérdted idea of the condition
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the worthy domestic, certain it is, that his intellects were not in that
perfect state of equilibrium which more frequently precedes than follows
abundant potations. While the chevalier sat in medjtative mood, the
servant advanced through a certain long stone passage, with that pecu-
liar gravity of step assumed by persons labouring under an impression,
that it is very difficult to keep a straight line; and enteting the dining-
room, advanced to the place where Mr. Fitzurse was seated, gnd told
him in a low and confidential tone, that a gentleman wanted to speak
with him. : . .

“ D—n him, let him wait,” said Mr. Fitzurse, who was at that
moment entombing the wing of an infant duck, “ I know what it is:
It’s that business of Betsy q'rollop.”

“ No, sir,” rejoined his servant, *it’s not the overseer. It’s &
foreign gentleman, with a long funny name, which slipped,away fromi
me in the passage. Signor Mousetrappico, I think it was.” .

“ I'll bet you any money, Fitzurse,” cried a good-looking, somewhat
rosy fellow on the other side of the table, with black hair, black
whiskers, black eyes, black eye-brows, and a black handkerchief
round his neck, who had overheard all that had passed—¢ I'll bet you
any money, Fitzurse, that it is Signor Musarcianciarelli.”

“ Yes, sir, yes, that's just it,” cried the lackey.

« And who the devil 18 he 7” exclaimed Mr. Fitzurse.

“ Why, the man with the violet cream,” replied his companion
“ that makes hair grow up in a couple of hours, like mustard
and cress—very dangerous stuff, jndeed. Did you not hear what
happened to Lady Firebrand, the three-bottle woman? Why,
going out one day last winter, the frost caught her nose; and before
she got drnnk that night, she told her maid.to rub it well, after she was
in bed, with chilblain ointment. The maid got drunk as well as her
mistress, took Musarcianciarelli’s violet cream, instead of the chilblain
ointment ; and, horror of horrors, next morning my lady’s nose was a
complete bottle-brush, and the maid had a large camel’s hair pencil at
the end of each of her fingers. Lady Firebrand sent immediately for
the man that shaves noses; but the signor’s violet cream beat him out
of the field. The more he shaved, the more the hair grew; till at
length, as a last resource, they determined to have it curled and
pomatumed, and bring it in as a new fashion.” :

¢ Ha, ha, ha !” shouted the Viscount Outrun, from the end of the
table, ¢ very good, very good, indeed. Bring in the signor, Joseph,
we'll give him a glass of wine, and make him rebeaver all our old
hats.” : S

« Stay, stay 1” shouted his son, « this is.sometrick, depend upon it.
Shouldn’t wonder if it were a bailiff. That fellow, Thomson, the
saddler, swore he would have me. Tom Hamilton, there’s a good
fellow—do go and see. You ought to know a bailiff pretty well, [
think.”

« That I should,” answered Tom Hamilton, the gentleman with
the black hair aforesaid, “ but it’s after dark, Fitzurse ; he can’t make
a caption after dark, you know.” .

« But it may be to serve me with some cursed process or another,”
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rejoined the scion of the noble house of Outrun; ¢ do go and see—
there’s a good fellow. Fish out of him what he wants, and then come
and tell me.”

« If he’s a bailiff, we'll horsepond him,” said the peer; “if he’s a
mere bum, we'll give him to the pump. Tripe—where's Jeremy
Tripe ?”

« Here, my lord,” said a jolly stout butler, advancing from the
sideboard.

“ Madeira!” said the viscount, pointing to an empty decanter,
« we'll drink your health, Tom, while you’re gone.”

Tom Hamilton raised himself somewhat unwillingly from his chair,
in which he had made himself very comfortable; and following the
footman, Joseph, he was led to the room in which the Chevalier de
Lunatico had been left. There was something so very unbailiff-like
in the whole appearance of the chevalier; his legs were so much
thinner, his stomach so much flatter, his eyes so much larger, and his
teeth so much cleaner, than those of any bailiff in Europe, that Tom
Hamilton at once saw that Mr. Fitzurse’s suspicions were wrong. He
was not dressed well enough, either, for a dancing-master, or a quack
doctor, or a musician. His hair went up in a frill on the top of his
head too, so that he could not be an independent parson, a Baptist
missionary, or a seller of tracts; and though past the prime of life,
there was a sort of sparkling, moonshiny air about him .altogether,
which puzzled Tom Hamilton amazingly. * Pray, be seated, sir,” said
Tom Hamilton.

« Have I the honour of speaking to the Honourable Mr. Fitzurse ?”
said the chevalier.

« Not exactly, sir,”” replied Tom, * but his friend.”

« Then, I suppose, sir,” rejoined the chevalier, “ Mr., Fitzurse -

divines the cause of my coming, and that you are here to arrange the
preliminaries.”

« Ho, ho!” said Tom Hamilton, « an affair of honour, I perceive.
If that’s the case, it makes a great difference. Pray, let us have the
pleasure of your company at dinner, and we will discuss the matter
over a glass of wine, when the servants are gone. Devilish good
fellow, my friend Fitzurse,” he continued, under the influence of the
open-heartedness which the chevalier’s presence always produced;
¢ devilish good fellow, but a little bit of a blackguard too. There
sre such things as good blackguards, and bad blackguards, you know,
Mr. What's-your-name. Now, Fitzurse is a bad blackguard, I'm afraid.
Why I keep company with him, I'm sure I don’t know. His father
gives good dinners, that's true. Capital shooting down here too, in
the season, and some as good fishing, just now, as heart could desire.
Ha! are you a brother of the angle? Bring the speckled fellows out
of the stream, ha? But come, let us finish our dinner, Mr. What's-
your-name.”

“ My name is the Chevalier de Lunatico,” replied our friend, ¢ and
I dined before I came here. Nevertheless, I will take a glass of wine
with you, if it be good, which I doubt not—The party will excuse my
boots and my riding-dress ”




DE LUNATICO INQUIRENDO. 37

“ By all means, by all means,” cried Tom Hamilton, hLastily, “ no
ceremonies upon such occasions, chevalier ; you are quite up to these
sort of things, I see—seen a good many of them in your country, I
dare say 7"

“ T'here are more of them amongst us than amongst any other
people in the universe,” said the chevalier, calmly: ¢ but may I hint
that we must not be long in making our arrangements; for I
must return to the village, where I left my friend to get the pistols
ready, and cast the bullets, and all that sort of thing.”

“ Let us finish our dinner,” said Tom Hamilton; ¢ pity your
friend isn’t here; we could have settled it after dinner over the table.
A capital measure of distance, a good long dining-table.”

« Yes,” replied the chevalier, ¢ before dinner, but not after it.
People do not kaow rightly at what glass to stop, I have remarked ;
and the consequence is, the table suffers, but nobody else. Better in
the cool of the morning, my dear sir. However, I follow you with
pleasure ; but we had better not speak of the matter at all, while the
servants are in the room, lest it take wind; merely introduce me as
the Chevalier de Lunatico ; we can broach the subject afterwards.”

This being arranged, Tom Hamilton led the way back to the dining-
room, introducing the Chevalier de Lunatico. It was a large, wide,
old-fashioned chamber, lined with dark oak, which reflected no ray of
light. At one end, between two pillars, was the beaufet, covered with
a sufficient array of plate; and down the middle was a table, which
would have dined four-and-twenty people, with covers laid for three
only ; namely, the viscount, his son, and Tom Hamilton. There was
plenty of light upon the table, near the end of which the party was
congregated, and likewise on the sideboard, behind the master of the
house. There was plenty of dinner also, arrayed in what the poet
sublimely calls “ a regular confusion,” and plenty of wine, moreover,
with ver;‘ evident symptoms of a good deal having been already
drunk. These particulars were gained at a single glance ; but the eye
of the chevalier rested with more deliberate inquiry upon the faces of
the two gentlemen whom he found seated at the table; and the first
countenance he scrutinized was that of the viscount. He was a tall,
large man, of about sixty, with very black eyes, which perhaps might
have been fine ones in their day. His face was very red, and very
blotchy ; and the eyes, the corners of the mouth, and the wings of
the nose had manifold scarlet lines running about them, which spoke
of potations deep and strong. His hair was whitish, his whiskers thin
and poor, and his long eyebrows, as pure as snow, overhung the poppy
garden of his countenance, like a pent-house thatch covered with snow.
The two lower buttons of his waistcoat, and one in the waistband of
his breeches, were undone, showing a part of his shirt, and easing the
protuberance of his stomach ; and at the moment the chevalier entered,
he was carving some dish before him in a very slashing manner, scat-
tering the sauce over the table-cloth, without any very great reverence
for its purity. The son was not so tall as his father, and was alto-

gether a very disagreeable looking personage. He was inclined to be
at, though not extremely so at that moment. His countenance was
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white and pasty, with eyes much like a sheep in shape and expression,
thick lips, a good deaf of curly whey-coloured whisker, and white
jll-regulated hair. There was an affectation of groomishness about
his dress, which was carried to the pitch of having a leathern string
to his watch ; and there was an uneasy conceit in his countenance,
which told that he thought not a little of himself, and was afraid of
other people not thinking so much. At the same time, there was a
shy averting of the eye when any one gazed at him stedfastly, super-
adding to the rest of his beéauties a sharper-like look, which was all
that was necessary to complete the perfections of his countenance.
He was a large hipped man withal, though his legs were longish ; and
this peculiat formation put him into unpleasant attitudes, both when
he sat and when he walked. Having been introduced to both father
and son by Tom Hamilton, the chevalier shook hands with the peer,
who held out a great broad paw to him for that purpose, and took a
seat between him and the said Tom, facing the hopeful heir of
Outrun Castle. '

« What will you take, chevalier ?” exclaimed the viscount. ¢ First
of all, a glass of wine with me—Hermitage ? No—champagne ?—
Tripe, Jeremy Tripe, champagne to the chevalier.” '

'l'Pl?; butler reached the champagne from a cooler in the middle of
the table, and over Mr. de Lunatico’s shoulder poured forth a glass of
creaming wine. Something, Heaven knows what, caused our good
friend to turn round his head, and fix his eyes upon the face of Jeremy
Tripe, when he beheld in the very butler of the noble lord, the iden-
tical person who, three quarters of an hour before, had taken his
money on the highway.

CHAPTER 1V.

4 CONVERSATION APART—THE PEER INDULGES 8OME OF HIS PROPENSITIES—SOME
* BUSINESS DISCURSED—MR. PITZURSE FINDS HIMSELY OUT OF SPIRITS—TRE PEER
A8 DOUBTS AS TO HIS BON'S BOBRIETY.

Tue lem:ned reader may conceive the astonishment of the Chevalier
de Lunatico, on discovering the fact with which we just concluded the
last chapter, though why we did conclude the last chapter there, we
will leave to future ages to determine, as there is no apparent reason
for it whatsoever, except that we might employ a spare note of ad-
miration, and leave time for every one to stare. The worthy
butler, however, to resume the threag of our discourse, seemed very
anuch less affected by the meeting than the chevalier himself, and bend-
ing down his head as he poured out the wine, he whispered— Don’t
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say a word, and T'll tell you all about it by-and-by;”. being moved
16 siich an act of confidence by the chevalier’s peculiar powers'.'

" In the meanwhile the peer, and the peer’s son, and Tom Hamilton
together had all fixed their eyes upon the chevalier, and had remarked
his look of amazement. : '

“ Why, what the devil is he staring at Jerry Tripe for ?” cried the
peer. i

" % Do you see anything v eculiar in the butler, Master Musarsian-
(:ig\relli'r‘g asked th?pee%’s?b’;? o butler, Myster Musarsian

“ He's afraid of being set on fire,” said Tom Hamiltop across the
table in a low tone. “ What between Tripe’s nose close at his ear on
one sidé, and your father's face on the other, he must be Chabert
himself to stand it.” ' C ' )

¢ There is a slight mistake ” said the chevalier, addressing Mr. Fitzs
urse; “my name is not Musarsianciarelii, my name is Lunatico, af
your service. May I inquire who the gentleman is tha rejoices in the
epithet which we all'pronhounce with such difficulty?” = =~ = °

“ He's an improvisatore,” said Tom Hamilton, laughing ; « produces
poetical whiskers upon any given cheek, and extemporises a wig in five
min utu l" e . . ‘ s T o .

“ Come, come,” cried the peer, “ this is all loss of time. Get some
soup for the chevalier, and a hot plate ; give me the mint sauce, and'a
slice out of that lamb. We'll teach you good feeding in England,
chevalier, ay, and good deep drinking too. ~Taste that Madeira, taste
that Madeira |—Sherry? What's sherry worth, in comparison with
good Madeira? Why, that wine had beén twice to the East Indieé
when I got it ; but not satisfied with that, I sent ‘it round Cape Horn.
A Spanish Don in the new world offered its weight in dollars for every
pipe of it, but I wouldn't part with a bottle, and there it is ;—taste
it, taste it.” ) )

« A fine string of them!” said Mr. Fitzurse, in a whisper to Tom
Hamilton, and the latter bringing his mouth nearer to the ear of Mr.
de Lunatico, informed him that his friend the peer had a certain
propensity to what the great poet calls « a lie with a circumstance I
- «] see, Isee,” replied the chevalier ; “that is very apparent. Never-
theless, the Madeira is very good, the lie, if vne could believe it,
would not make it any the better.” '

The chevalier persisted in his determination not {o eat any thing, and
drank a great deal less than the peer thought propet, but his lordship
made up for all deficiencies, and, to 'say truth, neither Tom Hamilton
nor the Honourable Henry Frederick Augustus Fitzurse were at all
backward upon the occasion. Tom, indeed, looked 4t his frlend from
time to time with certain sort of misgivings as to his encountering a
friend with a pistol in hs hand as resolutely’ as he did one wi:ﬁ a
decanter, and in order that he might show as little white featherism
as possible in the preliminaries, he plied him with wine during
dinner, whispering to the chevalier, in a confidential manner—‘-“g
believe he’s & d—d coward at heart——I have heard something of
the kind, but we must bring him to the scratch anyhow.”

¢ That depends upon yourselves,” replied the chevalier drily ; «apd
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besides, it is an old proverb in my country, that you may bring a horse
to the water, but cannot make him drink, and I suppose it is the same
with what you call the seratch 7”

« Not exactly, not exactly,” answered Tom Hamilton. ¢ Once get
a man there, and he’s sure to fire one way or another. There is a sort
of inevitable twitching about the forefinger which always pulls the
trigger sooner or later: sometimes too soon indeed, for I knew a
fellow, who in a freat fright shot himself through the broad of his
foot, brought on lockjaw and died, all from fear of being shot by
another man——But, thank Heaven, that cursed butler is taking away.
We shall soon have the claret and the anchovies, and then we can
settle the preliminaries over the bottle.”

« But the young gentleman’s father,” said Mr. de Lunatico. “ Accord-

ing to the most approved practice in my country, when one gentleman
has an inclination to kill another in what is called an honourable
manner, two friends are selected, one on either side, who are, of
course, the two persons in all the universe most likely to promote
bloodshed, and the greatest care is taken to keep the matter a secret
from every onme who either out of regard for one or other of the
parties, from respect for the law, or from possessing a few grains of
common sense, is likely to sooth angry spirits and reconcile the ad-
versaries, I think decidedly that we should get the peer out of the
way.”
Z Not at all, not at all,” said Tom Hamilton. ¢« He’s our trump-
card, man! Without him Fitzurse would never fight. They have
divided a certain portion of courage between them ; but they did it by
lot, I think, and all that was serviceable fell to the father.”

« What the devil are those twq fellows whispering about ?*’ inquired
the peer, who for the last moment or two had been dividing between his
son and the butler some important conversation r ing magnums of
claret and bottles of tokay, and had just ended the discussion by
saying— Bring a bottle of the port ninety-one! Give the old
boy an anchovy, Tripe.”

The butler accordingly performed his office, and the chevalier swal«
lowed a portion of the fish, which he declared to be very salt and
rather unpleasant.

“ But it is for the Wy-en,” drawled the Honourable Henry Fre-
derick Augustus. ¢ You could never drink your wy-en without an
anchovy, Signor Sublimatico,—at least not so well 1”

“Then it is for the purpose of creating an appetite before you
gratify it,” said the chevalier, “that you eat these animals.”

Mr. Fitzurse replied—* To be sure we do—very natural too. Did
not the Romans take a vomit, that they might be able to eat two
dinners? For my part, if I thought that anchovies would make me
relish another bottle, I'd eat a whole keg!”

By this time the little fishes had been handed round, the wine placed
upon the table, and the butler, after certain ceremonies appertainin
to his place, withdrew and left the party alone. Tom Hamilton toucheﬁ
the arm of the chevalier, the latter drew forth Worrel's letter, and
“stretching across the table, handed it to the son of the peer.

Id
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“ Why, what the devil's this?” cried Mr. Fitzurse. ¢ Is it a beg-
ging letter 7"

. « h01:x the prospectus of some grand discovery 7” said the peer,
aughing.

« Or a subscription-list for building a church 7’ demanded the son.

“QOr an invitation to join the society for the suppression of vice ?”
shouted the peer, roaring with merriment.

«Is it from Wilberforce, or the Archbishop of Canterbury, or Martin
of Galway?” demanded the son.

“ Or Lord Brougham, or Macauley, or Cox Savory, or Van Butchel ?”
cried the peer.

“No,” answered the Chevalier de Lunatico, with a placid smile and
a courteous inclination of the head; it is from a young friend of
mine, named Harry Worrel; to request that the Honourable Mr.
Fitzurse will appoint any place of meeting to-morrow, at half-past
five, for the purpose of settling certain differences between them—it
being Mr. Worrel’s determination, not to quit the ground alive, unless
those differences are settled.”

« A challenge, by jingo,” cried the peer, laughing more heartily
than ever. “ Well, Freddy, my boy, we'll have a blaze at him.”

But the Honourable Henry Frederick Augustus Fitzurse did not
secm to view the matter in the same light as his father. He turned very
white in the gills, bluish about the lips ; his eyes got fish-like and glassy,
and Tom Hamilton started up, exclaiming, “ He’s fainted to a dead
certainty.”

« Fainted I” crigd the peer. “ No, by —— | he’s drunk—that’s what
he is—TI'll soon sober him,” and pouring out a tumbler-full of water,
he dashed the whole unceremoniously in his son’s face. The first ap-
plication not succeeding, he repeated it, exclaiming, “Fred, you're
drank, d——— me, you're drunk, and here you've got to fight a duel
to-morrow morning |—Well, it does not signify, Mr. Prismatico, or
whatever your cursed absurd name may be. Be so good as to present
my compliments to your friend, Mr. H Worrel, and tell him, that
my son will have the honour of meeting him in the narrow lane, that
runs under the park-wall, to-morrow morning. He will know the
place well—we will have it half-way between the park-gates and the
village, that whoever comes down, may not have far to go. He shall
meet him; and d—— me, if he doesnt, I'll meet him myself!”

“You will excuse me, my lord,” said the Chevalier de Lunatico,
*but I do not think that would exactly answer the purpose; 1 never
heard of such a thing being done by deputy : and in the present in-
stance, as the quarrel is about a lady, it would be quite inadmissi-
ble. If your son does not appear upon the ground himself, I must
withdraw my party.” ,

“ Oh, he shall come, sir, he shall come,” cried the peer. « You don’t
suppose he’s afraid. He’s drunk, sir; I tell you, he’s only drunk.
Why, sir, we had drunk three bottles of champagne before you came
in. I understand all about it—half-past five o’clock—the lane under
the park-wall-—half-way between the gates and the village. His father
shot me just there, and I do not see why my son should not shoot him
He's a good shot, always was a good shot—hey, Tom Hamilton !”
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“Devilish good, my lord,” cried Tom Hamiltop, ¢ with a gun;
don’t know his pistol capacities, but dare say he’ll do. Come, cheva-
lier, this business settled, I'll just say a word or two to you in the next
room, and then we won't detain you.” ,
~ The chevalier accordingly made his bow and retired, accompanied
by Tom Hamilton, who, as soon as the door was closed, shrugged his
shoulders, saying,

« A pretty job this, to be surel”

“ Why, your friend brought it upon himself,” said the chevalier ;
“he wrote a very impertinent letter this morning.”

« Well, the thing’s done, and can’t be helped,” cried Tom Hamilton.
« The old gentleman will bring him to the ground—that’s clear; I
suppose we must cork him up with brandy. I say, chevalier, d——
me, tell your friend not to kill him—wing him, man, wing him—sad
thing for me, if be were killed. He's a devilish good fellow, though
an infernal blackguard, I must own; but there’s capital shooting down
here, in the season, and the fishing’s excellent.”

CHAPTER V.

JERRY TRIPE DISPLAYS RIS PRINCIPLES—AN INQUIRY INTO FROLICS——JORY PIKE
MBETS WITH PROMOTION-—AN EARLY WALK THAT IS NOT GOUD FOR DIGRSTION
~—TIE PRINCIPAL, THE SECOND, AND THE BOTTLRK-HOLDRR. ' o

‘WaILE one of the servants went round to the stables, to bring up the
cantering Galloway, and the Chevalier de Lunatico stood upon the
steps of the house, enjoying the beams of his own sweet planet ag
much as any of the Chloes of Mr. Moore’s lyrics, he was joined by no
lJess a person than Jerry Tripe himself, who approached with a
courteous salutation of “ No offence, I hope, sir; but I cannot be mis-
taken in supposing you the gentleman with whom I exchanged a few
words in the lane, an hour or two ago.”

«If I had had a-pistol,” replied Mr. de Lunatico, “we should have
exchanged shots, Signor Tripe !”

“ No, that we shouldn’t, sir,” replied the butler; *for whatever
you might have given me out of your pisto], there was nothing in mine
to return !”

« Very singular[” said the chevalier. I should think you well de-
served a ticket for St. Luke’s, my good friend, if you really mean to
say, that when you incurred all the risk of such an exploit, you left
yourself without the means of defence, when it could not coswoq the
twentieth part of a farthing to buy a bullet for your pistol. _ Why, sir,
you must be a lunatic "
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“Not at all, sir, not at all,” replied the butler. *“ You call it an
exploit—1] say, it is but a frolic ; and if I should be caught, the frolic
is proved by my having no shot in my pistol. I bave a friend, and a
felYow-servant in the family here, who is ready to swear any thing I like,
and will prove any night in the week, that I have a bet with him, to
take a purse in the lane, all for the sake of a frolic !”

“ There must be very strange law in your country,” said the cheva-
lier, «if they tolerate such frolics as that, Master Tripe.”

“ That may be, sir,” answered the butler; “but I can tell you, they
tolerate frolics ten times worse every day. It matters little to you
if you lose a pound or two—but many a woman has been frightened to

eath ; many a poor girl ruined, body and soul; many an honest man
lost his life, all for the sake of an honourable gentleman’s frolic 1

« And pray, how does the law deal with such frolics and person-

es 7" asked Mr. de Lunatico.

“Fines them five shillings,” replied the butler, “and discharg
them, with a warning not to do so any more.” :
“ You are a very lenient people,” said the Chevalier de Lunatico.

“ Very,” said the butler, * ¢o vice in high station. But here comes
your honour’s horse ; so I won't detain you any longer, but will wish
you a pleasant ride, and may you meet with no fresh solicitor upon
the king’s high-way.”

The Chevalier de Lunatico, perfectly satisfied with this explanation,
mounted his steed and rode away; and as we will not trouble the
reader with any more of the picturesque, we will land him at once at
the door of the Half Moon, in the little village of Outrun, where he
was received by Joey Pike, in the attitude of the Apollo Belvidere;
only, that instead of a bow, which the Delphic god is supposed to
have been armed with, the renowned Joey held in his right hand a
lantern.

“ Here, here! ostler, ostler I” he cried, “presto, presto, take the
gentleman’s cheval. Allow me, monsignore, to conduct you into the
camera, where Signor Worrel is waiting for you ;” and he accordingly
led the chevalier forward with his usual tiptoe step, finding a way
peculiarly his own of opening the parlour-door, and beaming upon
the chevalier, as he passed, a smile of ineffable sweetness and self-
satisfaction. At the same time he asked, “Is there any thing farther
for your service, sir; I shall be delighted to accomplish your
volonty.”

Having said this as a mere matter of courtesy, Joey was about to
retire, with his right hand thurst into the bosom of his velvet waist-
coat, ‘when the chevalier stopped him saying—

« Stop a moment, Master %ike; I think you are in search of a place.
Is it not so? and you are only upon the books of the landlady here as
a sort of supernumerary.”

“ A punto, a punto, signor, I mean to say, precisement,” replied
Joey Pike. “I am here, sir, asit were, in an intermediate state ; in fact,
what my friend the famous naturalist, Mr. Winken de Worde, used
:’o call a pupa; that is to say, something between a caterpillar and &

utterfly.” ‘
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secn approaching a party consisting of the three following personages—
The I-ronourablg Hlém'yy Fredericl% Augustus Fitzurse, \%ith stepsgihat
did not seem the most steady in the world, and with a white emetic-
looking face, appeared between the other two; on one side of him
was Tom Hamilton, supporting him under the arm with his left hand,
and carrying a case of pistols with the other, while on the left of the
peer’s son, appeared a no less important personage than Jerry Tripe,
loaded with his own particular arms, in the shape of two large green
glass bottles. A wine-glass peeped from a pocket of the waistcont
which covered his capacious stomach, and with his right shoulder he
ever and anon nudged on his honourable young master. As soon ag
they came in sight of the opposite party, which was at the distance of
about three hundred yards, they stopped, bringing their three heads
together in the form of a triangle, and Worrel and the chevalier could
perceive that the glass was withdrawn from the butler's pocket, and
having been filled with part of the contents of one of the bottles, was
handed to the principal personage concerned, who drank off the con-
tents, and held it out for another. This operation seemed to restore
him some degree of energy, for he advanced more briskly than before,
and the two parties were soon within a short distance of each other

« Good morning, Mr. Fitzurse, good morning, Mr. Hamilton,” said
the chevalier with his usual courtesy. ‘
. % Devilish cold,” said Mr. Fitzurse with a hiccup, ¢ ain’t it, Worrel?
Take a drop of summut short. Here, Tripe, pour him out some lush.”

“ Hush, sir, hush,” said Tripe, almost singeing the honourable gentle-
man's whiskers, by bringing his nose close to his ear. *“You forget,
sir, you are to be sober—quite sober. You've got to fight, you know.”

« Fight, fight " said Mr. Fitzurse, turning a very blank look upon his
counsellor, and then a sharper one at Worrel, and seeming gradually
to awake to a consciousness of his situation. ¢ Fight, fight! . Ay, so
I have, upon my honour ;” and the conviction seemed to him any thing
but a pleasant one, for his teeth began to chatter, and his knees to
shake most desperately. In the meanwhile Worrell stood at some dis-
tance, close to his own pistol-case, and Tom Hamilton and the chevalier
had retired a step or two towards the side of the park, to consult in
regard of their proceedings, when suddenly a head was popped up over
the wall, covered with a large crimson velvet night-cap, which looked
dim compared to the face beneath it, and the voice of the viscount ex-
claimed, “ Now, Freddy, my boy, d——n me, have at him }”

« My lord, my lord,” cried Toin Hamilton, in a tone of serious re-
monstrance, “you promised me you would not—"

. But before the first word was well out of his mouth, the viscount’s
head had disappeared, and the chevalier and Mr. Hamilton proceeded
with their arrangements. ,

“] am afraid, sir,” said Mr. de Lunatico, *that your friend is not
in a very fit state to fight.” ,

«It is the only state that he ever will fight in,” said Tom Hamilton
decidedly; “it is not my doing, however, it was the peer and the butler-.
scttleq it between them, However, it is no business of ours, we are
here for a specific purpose, and i think we had better measure the
ground.” .
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The chevalier bowed, and twelve small paces were accordingly
measured out. The pistols were crammed, and some little conversation
was taking place with regard to the time and method of firing, when
suddenly the red night-cap and the redder face appeared once more above
the wall, exclaiming, ¢ D——me, what are you all about? Do you
mean to be all day ” and as soon as the words were pronounced, the
vision disappeared again.

“ Very irtegular this, sir,” said Mr. dé Lunatico.

“ Very,” said Tomm Hamilton, but it can’t be helped ; the peer will
have his own way, and » ) .

“There i3 excellent fishing and sliooting down liere!’ said the
chevalier. ,

« Capital,” replied Tota Hamiltoii, “and to tell you the truth thal’s
the reason 1 stand more than I otherwise would. But what is one to
do now with this drunken cowardly Least ?” he contined, looking signi-
ficantly toward the Honourable Henty Frederick Augustus; « what
between brandy and fear, if I take away the butler, who, you see, is
holding him up with his shoulder, he will be down to a certainty.”

“ You would not like to go the butler too, I suppose ¥’ said tli¢
chevaller.

% Why, I should personally have no objection,” said Tom Hamilton,
“though /e might, But really we must go to business some way.”

“ I think you will find your friend quite sober now,” said the che«
valier, « fear and drunkenness can’t livein the same house together—the
one kills the other. But, as you say, it is time to begin, or we shall hgve
{he red night-cap up again. I will place my man, and you must do the
best you can.” ' ) )

Thus saying, he moved away to the spot where Worrel had stood
during that expectant five minutes which is, perhaps, the most unpleasant
penﬁ of any man’s whole life. The pistol was soon placed in his
hand, and the chevalier, with a word or two of scientific direction, left
him, and took his stand near the bushes, where Joey Pike had remained
striding over the pistol-case in the attitude of an Agamemnon.

Tom Hamilton’s task was not quite so soon completed, and it was ver
evident to the Chevalier, Worrell, and all the other parties concerned,
that the Honourable Mr. Fitzurse was shaking in the most undignified
manner possible. At length, however, the butler crept away with his
bottles to the place appointed for the seconds, and Tom Hamilton
keeping his friend somewhat upon the perpendicular, shouted to Mr. d&
Lunatico, “ You must give the word, chevalier, by ——, I can’t leave him,
8o I must make him cover my angles the best way I can.”

But just at that moment up popped thé red night-cap and face agaii,
and the voicé of the l}eer shouted forth, ¢ D—me, stand up, sir, like
aman! Get away, Tom Hamilton! Stand up, sir, or 1'll come over
and cane youl”

A momentary energy was given to Mr. Fitzurse by the voice of his
respected parent, his knees became straighter, his back less bent. Tom
Hamiltod took advantage of the opportunity, and darted away; the
Chevalier gave the ward, and strange. to. say both pistols weut off at
once. The béll of Mr: Fitnitse miaking an anglé of ninety degrecs
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from the line which it ought to have pursued towards his adversary,
passed between Tom Hamilton and the chevalier, and left an invaluable
scar upon the cheek of Joey Pike, who sent forth in a melo-dramatic
tone, “ Je suis blessé!” But alack and a-well-a-day, no sooner had the
honourable scion of a noble house performed this chivalrous feat, than
down he fell at full length upon his face without sense or motion.

« He's fainted again, by jingo,” cried Tom Hamilton.

“«D me, he's down,” cried a voice from under the red night-cap.

« He falls very like a dead man,” said the chevalier, and the two se-
conds, with Joey Pike and Jerry Tripe, ran up to the spot, while
Worrel stood where he had been placed with not the most pleasant
feelings in the world, and the peer was seen struggling to raise the
squelchy rotundity of his abdomen over the wall, though he was unable
to effect it.

Tom Hamilton and Mr. Tripe were the first at the spot, and they
soon contrived to roll Mr. Fitzurse over upon his back. His face was
as pale as ashes, and just in the middle of his forehead was a small
wound, from which the blood was trickling down between his eyebrows,
and into his right eye.

« Get up the pistols, Joey,” said the chevalier, « it is time to be off.”

¢« D——me, he’s dead,” cried the peer from the top of the wall, “run
for a constable, Jerry Tripe—raise the hue-and-cry—send down the
people from the lodge.”

¢« Oh, if that’s the case, there is no time to be lost,” said the chevalier.
¢ Come, Worrel, come, or our pigeon-shooting may have a bad end.”

Thus saying he took Worrel by the arm, and followed by Joey Pike
with the pistoﬁ, he made the best of his way down the lane.

CHAPTER VL

A MISTAKEN PURSUIT—THE ENDS AND OBJECTS OF YOX-HUNTING—THE LOVER'S
RETURN.

Tar Chevalier de Lunatico, Harry Worrel, and Joey Pike proceeded
down the lane, as we have said, at first with a dignified slowness, as if
they would not stoop to run away, but they gradually accelerated their
steps till at length Joey pulled the skirt of the chevalier’s coat, and
crying « Ecoutéz|” threw himself into the attitude of the listening slave.
The whole party stopped for a moment and listened, upon which a
loud hullaballoo was heard coming quickly up the road behind them.

« We had better separate,” said Worrel. « , take care of yourself,
hide away the pistols somewhere shrewdly, and let us all meet to-night
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in Mr. Longmore’s garden. I will take across the country. Chevalier,
you come up the bank here withme, and I will show you a place of con-
cealment.”

“No, no,” replied the chevalier laughing, * take care of yourself,
my good friend. If I understood you rightly last night, all they will
do is to put me in prison, and I should not much mind a fair insight
into such an establishment. I will join you to-night if I am not taken.”

“ Good by, good by, then,” cried Worrel, scrambling up the bank,
and disappearing amongst the bushes on the other side.

The chevalier turned round to look for his newly acquired valet, but
Joey had given up the display of grace in repose, for the purpose of
exhibiting grace in action ; and such use had he made of the locomo-
tive machinery with which nature had provided him, that all the
chevalier could perceive of his dear departed friend was a pair of legs
going ra%iglg' round a turn in the lane, about a hundred yards in ad-
vance. ing thus left to his own resources, Mr. de Lunatico walked
deliberately forward, determined to take his chance of what might
occur, and to leave to our good friend, Fate, the task of settling his
lodging for the night. The sounds that followed were now increasing
in intensity every minute ; but Mr. de Lunatico presently thought that
he heard the tongues of dogs as well as men joining in the outcry ; and
in a moment or two after, down from the top of the bank shot a large
male fox, which darted onalong the road, and ensconced itself quietlyin a
large hole under the hedge near the spot where Joey Pike had dis-
appeared. Scarcely had reynard thus entrenched himself, when a number
of black and white ill-looking dogs, with hanging ears and open mouths,
poured down from above, some tumbling head over heels in their eager-
ness, some treading the precipitous descent as delicately as if they had
been taught to dance the tight-rope. The chevalier paused, doubting
much whether he was not about to be eaten up alive. But the hounds,
smelling something that they liked better, rushed forward full ay
upon the track of their long-backed prey. A more real danger,
however, threatened the chevalier the moment after, for scarcely
had the hounds chosen their own course when a gentleman in a
red coat, mounted on a splendid black horse, appeared suddenly on
the top of the bank, made a violent effort to pull in his beast,
and came down head over heels into the lane below. He was just
Jjumping up when a second appeared above, and, without being warned
by his companion’s fate, dashed on to the very edge, where the earth
giving way, the horse slipped, rolled over, jammed its rider between
its body and the earth, and striking full against the stump of.an
old tree as it descended, broke its back, and lay kicking convulsively
upon the ground. Another followed, but with more skill, though not
with less rashness, he leaped his horse over a small bush, threw himself
back with an easy rein, then gave him alift of the head as they came
down, and hunter and huntsman descended eafely on the turf at the
bottom of the bank ; the only little accident that occurred being that
the horse kicked one of the gentlemen who had fallen as he descended,
and broke his leg. At the same moment a number of similar scenes
were going o; in various parts of the lane ; and with not much cure

c—no. 2. ]
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for the killed or wounded, the red-coated gentry rode on after the
Kounds. till & loud cry of “gone to earth, gone to earth,” and “dig him
out, dig him out,” brought their sport for atime to a conclusion.

The cheyalier put his hand in his breeches-pocket, and advanced

quietly into the midst of the group which had by this time assembled
apound the hole to which reynard had betaken himself. He bowed
courteously to the different gentlemen he passed, and was greeted
uniyersally with a benignant smile, which certainly no native of this
lower sphere would iave received from the sportsmen at that
moment. ‘
* «T beg your pardon,” he said to one of the most prominent of the
huntsmen, “but I'am a stranger, and you will permit me to ask, what is
all this about ¥ a
" «About ” replied the other, “why, it is a fox-hunt, man.”

“And do you mean to say,” asked the chevalier, “that all these
men, and these horses, and all these dogs, have been running after the
little beast I saw go into that hole?” ’

“ To be sure,” answered his companion. “ It is the most glorious
sport in'the world.” i
~ «“And are such accidents as these of frequent occurrepce?” de-
manded the chevalier. :

" % Oh, continually,” replied the other, “seldom a day passes without
something of the kind. I myself have twice broken my collar-bone,
once my arm, once my leg, and have been once trepanned.” '

“And do you really pretend to say you like it 7” said the che-
valier.

'" « Why, as to liking it, you know,” replied the other, “one gets ac-
gusromed to it ; it is very exciting you know, and all that.”

# What a nice thing a fox must be,” said the chevalier. - «I should
like to eat a bit very much.” o
* «Eat a bit of a fox |” cried the huntsman, “ the nasty stinking carrion.
Why, man, you are mad !” ‘ '

I beg your pardon,” said the chevalier, with a low bow, “I think
jt is you. Howeyer, I am much obliged to you for your politeness,
and shall be very happy to see you all in my country when you come
there, which you will be obliged to do within six months, according to
hlge tenor of these presents ;” and taking out a whole handful of billets
he dis}ri!mted them amongst the members of the hunt, much to theijr

arprise.
# e 'chevalier then made his bow and retired, leaving them to unearth
the fox af their leisure ; and taking his way quietly onward towards the
village, determined to wait in peace the consequences of the late duel.
Whether'i; was, however, that the pursuers,eﬁ’ there were any, never
dreamt that the fugitives, like a hunted hare, would double back to their
old form, or whether they were misled by a false scent, or whether there
were any pursuers or not, the reader will soon be informed ; but one
thing is very certain, that they never thought of coming after the
chevalier to the inn, and that he sat down abopt an hour a&erwards to
an xge"],]eli} hreakfust, and declared that he felt himeelf as much a¢ home

ip tbe Hyl¥ Mogn g8 Jf hebad been ja the whole one.
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« I don’t know how it is either, Mrs. Muggins,” he said, « for of gll
the people I have yet met with in this country, you are the least of a
lunatic.” '

“ L, sir,” said Mrs. Muggins, “I’'m glad you think so ;” and havip
nothing more to say upon the occasion, she dropped a courtesy, and le
the room. In ten minutes after, however, she returned to the parlour
to tell the chevalier that the Hon. Henry Frederick Augustus Fitzurse
had been shot in a duel, this being the first intimation of the affair which
had reached the village. The chevalier replied, “really!” and finished
his rr:(lil.’ and Mrs. Muggins, thinking him a very odd gentleman, again

In the meanwhile, Harry Worrel made his way across the country,
fell in with the fox-hounds, and began to suspect that the
outcry which conscience had changed into the sounds of pursuit, was
neither more nor less than the halloo of the huntsman. It might,
indeed, have surprised him, in any other part of the country, to
see the hounds out at 6o early an hour in the morning; but he
was well aware of the peculiar habits of the master of the pack,
who began the chace at six, rode like a madman till two, theh
came in to throw off his red coat, pull off his boots, and transact
the business of the day as a magistrate, a father, and a landlord,
with the most sedate and reasonable propriety. Taking his course
across fields and through lanes well known to himself, Worrel ap-
groacbed by degrees the house of Mr. Longmore ; and although he

ad determined stoutly not to present himself there till day was over,
he continued moving about nearer and more near, like a moth flying
round a candle, till at length, arguing that it would be cruel to Jeave
his fair Laura in any doubt as to his fate, he opened the little gate of
the garden, walked round to the window of the drawing-room—know-
ing very well, be it remembered, that Mr. Longmore was by this time
in his observatory—and took the pleasure of observing her for a mo-
ment or two as she sat with her pretty little head leaning upon her
pretty little hand, in a very pensive and melancholy attitude. It was
one of those convenient windows, dear reader, which open down the
middle, like a pair of folding doors. It had a brass handle, too, upon
which Harry Worrel laid his hand gently—but not so gently that Laura
did not hearit. The sound caused her to start up at once, and
before Worrel had opened the window she was half-way towards
it. There was nobody in the room but herself and her lover.
She had not slept a wink all night, from a strong suspicion of the
errand that Worrel was gone upon. She was in the act of
fancying him shot, when his coming disturbed her reverie, and conse-
quently, there being only one method of consolin% herself for all she
had suffered on his account, she took it at once, like a good girl as
she was, threw hersell into his arms and kissed his check, while tears
of joy and relief ran over from her eyes. Under such circumstances
people in general love to be left alone together, and we shall gratify
them in this respect, as we are precluded by the dignity of our history
from following the course of any personage further than just sufficient
to elucidate its bearings upon the pecnliar inquiries of the Chevalier de
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Lunatico. There is, however, another personage whose proceedings
we must take some notice of, as, without entering upon them fully,
various parts of the subsequent adventures of the chevalier could not
be clearly understood by the reader, who, perhaps, may not be sorry
to hear something more concerning the fate of the renowned Joey
Pike,

CHAPTER VIL

A NEW IISTORY OF AN OLD PARISH CLERK — SCENES OF DOMESTIC FELICITY—
SOME PLEASANT CONVERSATION, ENDING WITH THE LAST ACT OF MOST TRAGEDIES
—JOEY PIKE FINDS A FRIEND WANTING IN SPIRIT.

Tue clerk of the parish—although this chapter is to be devoted to
Joey Pike, and Joey was not installed in the honourable office we have
Jjust mentioned—the clerk of the parish, in the honour and manor of
Outrun, fulfilled, in those days of primeval simplicity, the duties of
sexton, and took upon himself the greater share of burying the dead.
There is something, we have every reason to believe, in the smell of
freshly turned earth, which has a great tendency to promote longevity :
for, from the time of the exhumer of Yorick, downwards, it would ap-
pear that all grave-diggers live to a good old age. Such, at least,
was the case with the clerk and sexton of the parish of Qutrun, who
had arrived at the respectable term of seventy years; and, though
somewhat thin and weazened withal, he had remained a jovial old
gentleman up to the period of three months before the time we speak
of. In his early life he had married a wife, in mature life he had
buried her; and for some yenrs it was supposed that experience had led
him to judge the latter to be the more satisfactory step of the two.
But somewhat before he had reached what has been considered the
grand terminus upon the railroad of life, beyond which few pass, and
of which many stop short—a few months before he had reached the
period of seventy years, the tender passion had resumed its sway, and
Tobias Scapulary had once more committed matrimony with a lady
some five-and-twenty years his junior, who had lately appeared in the
parish of Outrun, and of whose family, connections, and conduct, there
were sundry evil rumours in the village. However, as she had come
down for the purpose of setting up a chandler’s shop, in opposition to
an old inbabitant of the place, scandal might have some share in the
business, and the reports were to be taken with a grain of salt, as the
Romans have it: although all the salt in the world would not have
persuaded the rival chandler that the good lady was any thing but a
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:)gd, sﬁucy, drunken Irish woman, or that she was a real widow
er all.

Notwithstanding all this, to her Tobias Scapulary paid his addresses.
His friends and relations, as he was well to do in the world, remon-
strated strongly. As a natural consequence, Tobias instantly laid his
hand and heart at the feet of the widow, and she took a day to con-
sider of the matter, which both increased his flame, and gave him a
high idea of her prudence. In the mean time, she consulted with a
friend of about five-and-fifty years of age, a native of the village, but
one who had been a tin-man in London—had failed for a considerable
amount with as much eclat as his betters—had paid three pence in the
pound, and had come down to settle at Qutrun, with, what he called,
a comfortable little independence ; thatis to say, enough to purchase
a pork-chop, when such things are in season, and a glass of gin and
water at all periods of the year. ¢ To make his crown a pound,”
he did not, like a certain Jemmy that the reader wots of, go to sea;
but he had recourse, it was whispered, to various neans, suggested by
a fertile imagination. He sold rabbits about the neighbourhood,
though where they came from was a mystery; and it was said, that a
hare or a pheasant occasionally popped out of his bag, for the benefit
of secret people who required such commodities. He also indulged
in games of chuck-furthing, pitch-and-toss, and odds-and-evens; went
as far as a touch at hazard, when he could get hold of the dice; and
somehow or another he contrived to win more of other people’s money,
than he ever had to pay of his own. Moreover, he was a keen-looking,
ugly wight, stout about the calves of the legs, but with a face as
warty and knotty as the trunk of an old oak, and with a pair of small
eyes, that might have fitted any pig’s countenance in Christendom.

When the widow asked this worthy, whose name, by the way, was
Smalldram, whether he thought it would be better for her to marry old
Toby Scapulary or not, he took full five minutes to consider the ques-
tion, and then replied deliberately, that it could do no great harm.
Iler answer then to the clerk’s proposal was satisfactory to his feelings,
and at the end of a fortnight and two days the lady and gentleman
were made one flesh.

From that time forth, however, a sad change took place in good
Tobias Scapulary. He wasted away, he grew feeble, his spade no
Jonger played gaily amongst the bones of his departed friends ; neither
his own life nor the death of others, seemed to afford him that amuse-
ment and satisfaction which he had known therein in former years; and
it was whispered all over the village, that he had found the second dose
of matrimony worse than the first. At length he had taken to his bed,
but the village doctor said there was no immediate danger, that he
might go on for months in his present state, and perhaps get well
again. The lawyer gave a hint to his relations, that on his marriage-
day he had made a will, leaving his whole substance to his present
wife. ‘L'he relations thought that his views in those matters might be
changed, and urged him to make another testament, which he said he
would do, but put it off from: day to day ; and, in the meantime, Mrs.
Scapulary devoted herself to attendance upon his sick-bed, with the
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pleasitig hopé of frustrating the intérested views of his kith and kin.
No solace, no recreation did she know, but a couple of hours’ gossip
in the parlour adjoining his bed-room with her excellent friend
Smalldram, together with a glass or two of stiff gin and water, in
which he shared. Such was the state of things on the day preceding
the duel which we have recorded in the last chapter; and although
all this seems to have nothing to do with Joey Pike, yet it will soon
be found, that he was not slightly connected therewith.

At the very time, then, that Harry Worrel was sitting within the
hospitable doors of the Half Moon, and talking to Mrs. Muggins in re-
gdrd to his father, his mother, his uncle, and the rest; at that very
moment too, when the Chevalier de Lunatico was speeding along upon
the cantering galloway down the lane, towards Outrun castle, or
undergoing the unpleasant interro%ntory of Mr. Jeremy Tripe; at the
very moment that Lord Outrun, Tom Hamilton, and the Honourable
Henry Frederick Augustus Fitzurse were in the incipient dinner-state
of fish and soup, Mrs. Scapulary was coming and going between the
bed-rcom of her husband and the cottage-parlour which fronted
the street ; looking with a sweet face of assumed sensibility upon the
sick man, wlien in one chamber, and putting on the aspect of a devil
incarnate when she issued forth into the other. The beautiful contrast
of demeanour produced by the two apartments, was not confined to
mute signs alone ; for in the bed-room she would exclaim, in a gentle
though audible voice, “Do take a little gin and water, Toby, my
dear, it will do you good: there’s a dear old man.” Butin the par-
lour she muttered in a low tone, « The nasty old varinint—a rat’s a
riosegay to him.”

There was evidently something, to use a common term, upon Mrs.
Scapulary’s mind ; for she put her eye more than once to one of the
small panes of the cottage-window, and looked out into the moonlight
street of the little village, as if anxious to know what was taking
place. In so doing she squeezed her nose, which was reddish about
the wings, almost flat against the glass; which fact is mentioned here,
rierely to show the eagerness that she displayed. At length, how-
ever, a tap was heard at the window, upon which she opened the door,
and in walked the person of her friend Mr. Smalldram.

“ The old brute’s asleep,” said Mrs. Scapulary, « but it won't last
long; he always wakes about half-past eleven, and lies whining and
whimpering for an hour.”

“But how are you gourself, my dear creetur ?* said Mr. Small-
dram. “ Worn out with anxiety, I dare say,” and at the same time he
squeezed her hand tenderly.

What Mrs. Scapulary replied to this courteous inquiry, it is not
needful to repeat; but, however that may be, she and her good friend
sat down by the side of the round talje; a great glass bottle was
set upon it, with two rummers and a sugar-basin. A tea-kettle,
which was singing on the fire, made more than one excursion between
the grate and the table during the hour that succeeded, and an inter-
esting conversation took place, the most important point in which
was, that Mr. Smalldram informed Mrs. Scapulary that the new will
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%as drawn out by thé lawyer, that it was to be signed al twelve thé
next day, and that if she did not mind what she was about, she
would be done. ] ) o

This_intimation threw the lady into a. thoughtful mood, and Mr.
Smalldram followed up his hit by saying that if he were her he would
take care and stop that go. The mature consideration of these matters
was prevented for tlie tie by the waking up of the worthy Tobias, who

with 8 cough and went on with a grow], and thus contiriued, alter-
hately coughing, growling, and scolding, from half-past eleven till thy
hour of two, when having insisted upon his wife coming to bed, ke fe!
into a sound sleep. i S

Now it happened that Mrs. Scapulary had forgotten, on retiring to
rest, to tell Mr. Smalldram that it would be better for Lim to take his
departure, and he consequently remained iu the parlour, fraternizing
with the green glass bottle. As soon, liowever, as the worthy clerk
was asleep, his fair lady returned to the companionship which she
affected more, and after having comforted herself with a warm_ glass,
she made an observation or two upon her husband’s high qualities—
declared thdt it was time he was gone—added a philosophical reniark
or two upon the sorrows and cares of mortal existence, especially in &
man turned seventy, and then put a question of a delicate nature to
ber worthy counsellor, who replied as before,

“ No great harm, I should think.”
| « Nor I either,” said the dame.

“Does he sleep sound ?” said Mr. Smalldram. | . .

« When he is asleep,” replied the lady ; “but you’ll make him sleep
sound enough, Tommy, if you have your way.” S

« Ay, ay, a wonderful narcotic that, as the doctor calls it,” said
the worthy counsellor ; and both Mrs. Scapulary and Mr. Smalldram
chuckled low at the joke, and thought it a good one.

“ But how is it to be done ?” demanded Mrs. Scapulary.

“ Ay, thatis the question,” rejoined Mr. Smalldram.

«Couldn’t I get some stuff for the rats and make a mistake 7" said
Mrs. Scapulary. “Sitch accidents will happen.” .

« The worst of it is,” replied her counsellor, «that we are hard up
for time. The will is to be signed to-morrow morning; and besides .
arsenic is so easy found out. Those d—d doctors will never let any
one poison people but themselves. .

« I hate doctors,” rejoined the clerk’s wife abstractedly ;  they shall
never none of them come near me.’

«] don't dislike the doctors,” said Mr. Smalldram, with a wink of
his left eye, which in its pristine state was considerably smaller than
the other; “but I like to have them in my own hand. But let us
think how we can do the old chap. One could get a pillow and hold
it down over his mouth, you a one side and I of t'other! He can'’t
have much wind left.”

Mrs. Scapulary laughed, and Mr. Smalldram went on to say—« It’s
classical too, my dear, that'’s the way that Othello got rid of his
better half.” . , .
 “Ay,” said the clerk’s wife; “ but this old fellow’s devilish strong



56 - THE COMMISSIONER; OR,

with always a shovelling up of the earth, and if he were once to get
his head out and screech, then we are done for, you know.”

“Haven't you got a rope anywhere?” said the ci-devant tin-man.
« P've little or no doubt he deserves to be hanged long ago!”

“ Why there are the ropes he lets down the corpses with,” said Mrs.

ulary ; “ he keeps them just under the bed.”

« I dare say,” rejoined Mr. Smalldram, < that you could just slip one
end of it under his neck without waking him.”

« I dare say I could,” replied the lady; « and if he did wake for a
minute he’d know nothing about it. I can slip it under the pillow.”

« Take care not to catch the pillow in the noose,” said the tinman,
« for that might spoil the job; but if you can slip it in on one side, I
can stand behind the curtain on the other, we can then cross the
ends, and with one good pull the thing’s done and over.”

“Musn’t pull too hard,” answered the woman, “ or you'll make a
mark.”

“« Why, you seem up to the trick, my dear,” said Mr. Smalldram,

« I remember when Betty Price killed her baby,” whispered Mrs.
Scapulary, “they said she never would have been found out if she
had been more gentle about it.”

« Ay, ay, it's that overdoing a thing,” said the tin-man in a philoso-
phical tone, “that spoils every job. Moderation in all things—
moderation in all things is the greatrule! Why, what o’clock is thatr”

« It’s four, upon my honour,” replied Mrs. Scapulary.

«“ How the time goes in pleasant conversation,” observed Mr. Small-
dram ; “but upon my life we must get to business, if the thing’s to be
done at all.”

« Stop a bit,” exclaimed Mrs. Scapulary, “ let us have a glass more
any how: here's just enough for you and me;” and she divided the
last of the bottle between herself and her counsellor.

It was very evident, that whether she was affected by fear or com-
punction, she had some little reluctance to begin the task she had un-
dertaken, and Mr. Smalldram thought that he would be wanting in
courtesy if he pressed her too severely. He accordingly waited, only
indicating by long pauses his impatience to proceed with the work, till
about a quarter to five, when he remarked with a particular emphasis,
“ It will soon be daylight.”

“ Well,” said Mrs. Scapulary, “Ilet us set about it;” and he pulling
off his shoes, and she her slippers, they crept quietly, and on tiptoe,
into the room of the devoted clerk.

Poor Mr. Scapulary was in a profound sleep ; the rushlight, which he
had indulged in since he was taken ill, had burnt low down in the shade,
and there was just light enough to see the face of the pale, weazened
old man, as he lay breathing hard upon his back. Mrs. Scapulary
consoled and strengthened herself by calling him a nasty old varmint,
and then stooping down, drew from under the bed a long stout rope,
which she and her friend examined for a moment with inquiring eyes.

«It will do,” said Mr. Smalldram, in a scientific tone. “I will go
round on this here side of the bed, and you stay on that there. Let
me keep behind the curtain till you get the rope through, for fear he
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should wake as you are slipping it under. . Whenever it’s all safe I'll
take the end.” .-

This being arranged in a whisper, the wqrthy gentleman proceeded
to the other side of the bed, and ensconced himself snugly behind the
curtain ; and the lady, taking the end of the rope dexterously between
her finger and thumb, slipped it, together with her arm, under the old
man’s neck.

Tobias Scapulary was certainly somewhat roused by this unusual
mark of affection, and growled out, * What’s the matter now 7

“You are lying uncomfortable, my dear,” said the lady in a sweet
tone.

< Let me alone,” said the old man again; “I should lie more com-
fortably if you had never lain beside me.”

A silence ensued for a moment or two, and then Mr. Smalldram
gently emerging from his concealment took the end of the rope in his
hand, pulled it rapidly through, and twisted it with the other end,
which was thrown to him by Mr. Scapulary’s better half. All this
could not be executed without waking the worthy clerk, who raised
himself a little on one elbow in wonder and fear, exclaiming, ¢ Hallo!
what'’s the matter? Ugh, ugh, ugh!” and back he fell upon the bed,
while his wife pulled on one side and Mr. Smalldram on the other;
the latter forgetting the caution he had received, and tugging so hard
as nearly to throw down his partner in this act of tuggee.

“ Hold fast,” cried Mr. Smalldram. ¢ How the old fellow kicks!
There, it'll soon be over! Now, I think he ought to be obliged to us-
for putting him out of his pain.”

“ Why, he’s kicked all the bed-clothes off,” said Mrs. Scapulary.
Do help me to put him straight. Why, what are you about 7”

“ Only seeing what he has got in his breeches-pocket,” said Mr.
Smalldram.

«J declare that’s not fair,” said Mrs. Scapulary.

“ That’s a good un,” said the man. “ Not fair? Why, you didn’t
think that I was going to meddle with a job like this for nothing ?
Come, come ! yow've got all that is to come after, my dear: so I'll just
have this ass in presenti, as the schoolmaster calls it,” and thus saying
he thrust into his own breeches-pockets a whole handful of money,
notes, and papers, which he had found in those of the defunct Mr.

lary. )

“ Well, help me to smooth him down,” said Mrs. Scapulary.
¢ That’s the least you can do. Why, we shall have somebody coming.”

“ Nonsense ' replied her worthy coadjutor, “every body is a-bed
and asleep.”

“ Why, it is quite daylight!” cried the woman, angrily; “don’t you
see the blue light gleaming through the shutters!”

«“ Well, then, it is time to set things straight indeed,” said Mr.
Smalldram; “ and so we'll begin with his legs.”

« Untie the rope first!” replied the lady, who did seem to be, as
her friend remarked, somewhat of a connoisseur—I wish we could
make that word, feminine, in our tongue—* Untie the rope, or you'll
have a ring round his neck as blue as a beadle’s coat!”
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Thé tope was accobdingly antied, and stowéd away slhifely ander the
bed ; the limbs were straightened : the bed put in order, ahd the whole
room made tidy, as Mrs. Scapulary expressed herself. After which,
leaving the rushlight to burn itself out, the pretty pair walked into the
next chamber where they found that the candle which they had left nearly
in the socket when they iad proceeded on their enterprise, had taken
the liberty of extinguishing itself, leaving a considerable smell of fried
tallow, which, mingled with the accumulated fragrance of gin, produced
not the most odoriferous atmosphere in the little parlour. Mrs. Sca-
pulary lighted another candle, for from some mysterious cause they did
not like to open the shutters and let in the daylight. They then stood
for several niinutes gazing in each other’s faces in silence.

« Well, Tom,” asked the lady, “ what’s to be done now 7”

« Nothing that I know of;” replied her friend. «I shall go home,

nd go to bed I think.” ,

« I don't like to go to bed,” said the woman. ¢ I'll wait here till a
little after six, and then go out for some miilk. It’s somewhit early,
but Ill say he wants some very bad.”

“ Ay! thatll be a good blind,” cried Mr. Smalldram. ¢ Theh you
can come homie and find him dead and make & great outcry |”

« That’s it!” rejoined the lady. “ Mind that you don’t flush any of
those birds you've got in your pocket, Mr. Tom. The folks know
well enough your purse may be carried very easy; so take care till
you and I are married.” ) o

«Don’t be afraid!” repied Mr. Smalldram; “ 1 am ss careful as a
squirrel ; but I had better be jogging—1I say, look out, there’s a dear,
and see if there is any body near.” _

“ Not L” cried the lady. “ Peep through a cranny, and theh bolt!”

Not without much care and some hesitation did the ci-devant tin-man
screw up his mind to leave the cottage, which stood at an angle of the
road near the church. But after having opened the door carefully, and
looked up and down with a somewhat anxious glance, he darted away,
crossed the churchyard-stile, and disappeared amongst the trees.

Mrs. Scapulary closed the doot, which he had left open, and then
stood for two or three minutes staring down upon the table. Was it
remorse that stung her P—was it repentance? No, reader, no !—Was
it fear? No, redder, no! She had taken her precautions; as she
thought, so well, that fear had little to do with it. She was thinking,
on the contrary, on the handful of money and other things that her friend
had crammed into his breeches-pocket, and reproaching herself for
letting him take them. o

“I've a great mind to accuse him of the murder!” she thought.
% The money will be found upon him, and he can’t prove I had any
hand in it! W¢ll see. If all goes quietly, why well—if not, it may
look as if he did it while I was away—I'll go out directly. There
goes six o’clock.”

She had to return into the next room for her bonnet and shawl, and
for the first time she felt something like awe as she did so. All was
so still that the small still voice seemed to make itself attended to. She
would have given something to have heard the old mansnote. Snatch-
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Ing down the things from the shelf, she put them on in the parlour, and
then hurried out closing the door behind her.

She had been gone about ten . minutes when some one knocked at
the outer door and then lifted the latch. The door opened quickly
and the head of no less a person than Joey Pike appeared. « Mrs. Sca-
pulary!” he said, entering. « Hist, Mrs. Scapulary ! —we have com-
mitted a murder, and the jokn d’arms are upon our trusses—Non c’e
signore !—They are early people too—I'll tap at the camera di letto.
Perhaps they are dentro. T'll shut this door first, however,” and
after closing the aperture by which he had entered, he approached the
inner room, and now for the first time perceived that the door was ajar.
« Hist, Mrs. Scapulary !” he continued, in a low tone. « The old man
is ill, and I dare say she is asleep, povera, quite exhausted, poor dear
Janciulla—rendue, as the French say; but I must disturb her,” and
pushing open the door with a flourish of his hand he entered with one
toe pointed, the other extended behind him in the sttitude of John of
Bologna’s Mercury, and his head turned towards his left shoulder as if
in the act of listening. The stillness surprised him, especially as the
rushlight was still burning, and approaching the bedside, he looked in
and beheld the dead body of poor old Tobias Scapulary !

« E Morto I” exclaimed Joey, in a Tamburini tone, and then open-
ing the window-shutter he looked into the bed again. The sight which

. was now for the first time clearly displayed, had a great effect upon
Joey. The eyes of the corpse were starting from the head, the tongue
was hanging from the mouth ; and without adding any farther parti-
culars, aﬁl tghe signs of a violent death presented themselves on the
face of the corpse. Joey was seized with an universal trembling 3
and not at all liking his quarters, he rushed into the parlour, opened
the outer door, nearly knocked down a man with a spade that was
going quietly along, and made off across the country at a very rapid
rate.

* CHAPTER VIIL

MR. LOXOMORE PROVES THAT JNE CAN BE AN UNPLEASANT COMPANION— THE CHE«
VALIER'S DIPLOMATIC BENIGNITY—THE NATURAL PHILOSOPHER FAILS IN SETTING
THE THAMES ON FIRE, BUT BUCCERDS WITH HIS OWNX HOUSE—LAURA GRTS OUT OF
THE FRYING-PAN IN THE USUAL MANNER.

Harry Worrel sat upon the arm of the sofa, holding Laura’s hand
in his, and Laura sat upon the sofa beside him, with her beautiful eyes
turned up towards his face, like one of the pretty little angels at the
foot of Titian’s magnificent picture of the ascension of the Virgin, at
Venice, and they thus wasted nearly an hour looking at each other and
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saying little ; though, abstractedly speaking, it was very odd for them to: -
do so, as they had seen each other’s faces very often before, and knew
every line and feature therein perfectly well. Such was the state of
things when their conference was brought to a sudden close by the door
opening and Mr. Longmore himself appearing with an open note in
his hand, and by no means his usual placable expression in his face.
It was evidently, as the great poet wrote, ¢ torture, fury, rage, despair,
1 cannot, cannot bear!” He did not, indeed, seem in the least surprised
to find Worrel in the drawing-room, but he did appear to be a little em-
barrassed as to how he should commence the attack he evidently medi-
tated upon some one. When Mardonius contended with Pausanias
at the famous battle of Platea, both the Persian and the Greek army
paused for several days, unwilling to commence that awful strife in
which five hundred thousand men encountered each other with the
purpose of cutting each other's throats. A retrograde movement
on the part of the Greeks—and a most idiotical movement it was, as
it was conducted, though it ended in undeserved victory—a retrograde
movement on the part of the Greeks, inducing an erroneous belief that
they were in retreat, brought on the battle; and such was the case
walso in the present instance—for if Harry Worrel had continued sitting
nonchalantly on the arm of the sofa, swinging his leg with a grace,
and taking the whole business quite as a matter of course, Mr. Longmore
would have found great difficulty in commencing the affray. Instead
of that, however, Harry jumped down, looked foolish, and began to
stammer forth some account of his sudden return.

« Sir,” said Mr. Longmore, “I am not in the least surprised to see
you—1I doubt not you have run here as hard as you could come—I
trust, however, that it is the last time that you will present yourself
in my house! So, sir, you must needs go and shoot the gentleman I
had selected for my son-in-law. I can tell you, sir, that if you took
that way to recommend yourself as his successor, you are very much
mistaken. I beg that you will take your departure as speedily as pos-
sible ; for though, perhaps, I am in duty bound to cause you to be
taken up immediately, yet I would rather not so deal with my near
kinsman, if I can avoid it!”

““Oh!.papa, dear papa!”cried Laura, “do not be so hard-hearted !”

« Hush, girl,” exclaimed the old gentleman ; « if I thought you had
given this young man any encouragement I'd —— I'd —— I'd turn
you out of doors too !”

Laura, very confident that he would not long keep her out, almost
wished that he would fulfil his threat, that she might have a fair excuse
for making a little tour to Gretna Green with him she loved best on all
the earth. But Worrel having recovered himself, and the worst of the
business now being over, made, by accident, one of those happy replies
which, though it did not check the fury of Mr. Longmore at the time,
rested upon his mind for many months after, and by tickling gently one
of the weak points about him, greatly mollified him towards the
speaker.

« Well, sir,” he said, “I am sorry you disapprove of my conduct ;
but I do think, when you come to consider of it, you will not judge
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80 harshly, and will see, that I ought not to suffer your RAinsman to be
grossly insulted by any man in all the realm, be he a poor man, or be he
a prince.” Now, had Worrel called himself any thing else on earth but
¢ your kinsman,” it would not have had the same effect upon Mr. Long-
more; as it was, however, it struck him even at the moment, that there
was some truth in what Worrel said, and that Ais Ainsman ought not to
be insulted. The current of his anger did, perhaps, ebb a little ; but he
still continued to insist upon Worrel’s quitting the house in the same
tone in which he had begun.

“Sir,” he said, “I care nothing about that: you might be insulted
or you might not, that is nothing to me! But, sir, what is very much
to me i3, your making love to my daughter, sir. That I don’t choose ;
and, I must say that it was very wrong, when you well knew that
I always intended her to marry the Honourable Henry Augustus
Frederick Fitzurse, and in due course of time become Viscountess
Outrun.”

«Indeed, my dear sir,” replied Harry, “I knew no such thing,
for if I had known it, I might have kept myself out of the way of
temptation.”

« That you wouldn’t, Harry,” said Laura, half laughing, half crying;,
“but one thing I know, though I don’t mean to be disobedient, and do
what papa tells me not, yet nothing on earth would ever huve made me
marry that ugly sot, if he and I had lived for ever.”

“Laura, you will put me in a passion,” cried Mr. Longmore, “a
state I have not been in since your poor, dear mother died. But there
is only one word needs to be said—you must go, Mr. Worrel, you must
go; and let me beg of you not to come back again, till you are sent
for, which will be long enough, I trow.”

Worrel felt anger mingling with sorrow and disappointment, and
being somewhat afraid of his own temper, he made up his mind to the
bitter step, which he knew he must take at last, which was neither
more nor less than a step out of the drawing-room window. Snatching
up his hat then, and resolved—like all prudent people, when they find
that they cannot get every thing that they want—to take as much as
he could get, he caught Laura to his bosom, for a moment, gave her
one warm and hearty kiss, much to Mr. Longmore’s consternation and
astonishment, and without waiting for a reproof, walked out at once
into the garden, through the shrubbery, up the hill, and into the little
fir-wood at the top.

In the meanwhile, Mr. Longmore and Laura were left confrontin
each other ; and, to say the truth, Laura’s courage, like that of Bo
Acres, began to ooze out at the palms of her hands: to which dimi-
nution of valour, if we say the truth, the kiss she had just received
from her lover had not a little contributed. It was not alone that
being kissed in company is, in itself, a somewhat agitating thing ; and
also, that being kissed before her father, against her father’s will, was
still more agitating ; but also, that Laura recollected that this identical
kiss was the last she was likely to have for a very long time, which
was the most agitating of all. With that kias came to an end, perha)
for years, the sweet whispered words of mutual confidence, the lool
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that cxplained or directed more fully than an oration, the -meaning
smile, the light laugh to one another, the gay jest, comprehended by
none but themselves—all were over for the time, and Laura thought
with the poet, « Sine amore jocisque nil est jucundum.” .
Her courage then had failed her, her heart was sad, and, in short,
she was not at all in a fit condition to encounter an angry man. Had
she acted politically—as she knew from her experience of her father’s
character what would be the right way to assuage his anger, and
to come at her own object—Laura would have laughed at him,
teased him; made light of him ; but somehow, she had not the heart to
do it at the moment that she knew it to be the most necessary ; and
there she stood before him looking like a culprit, which is always the
surest possible way to be condemned as such. What might have come
of it no one can tell ; but just at the moment when Mr. Longmore was
about to pour forth a torrent of anger and reprehension upon his poor
daughter’s head—when he was in the very act of opening his mouth to
tell her, that he would leave her his curse, his whole curse, and
npthing but his curse, if she ever thought of marrying Harry Worrel
—the sound of an easy-going horse was heard, and the cantering
galloway was seen coming along the road with no other than the
Chevalier de Lunatico upon his back. .
The whole soul of Mr. Longmore melted at the sight of his new
acquaintance, such was the wonderful effect of the chevalier’s powers,
and out the old gentleman ran to pour forth into the friendly ear of the
peripatetic chevalier the tale of his misfortunes. Every thing was dis-
layed in a moment; all the little secret vanities which were wounded
by what had occurred to Mr. Fitzurse, all the private stock of petty
passions, concealed purposes, and latent expectations, which go to
make up the sum of every man’s motives in every course that he pur-
sues ; how it would have been very pleasant for him to hear his daughter
called Viscountess Outrun, and to have it put down in the peerage that
she was the daughter of Jerry Longmore, l;quuu-e, of Ivy-hall, in the
county of ; and how the mayor of the neighbouring town, who
had made a large fortune as an attorney, and had three unmarried
daughters, would have been ready to eat his nails when he heard that
Laura Longmore had become the Honourable Mrs. Fitzurse ; and how
he (Mr. Longmore) would have looked down upon the aldermen and
town councillors, who had neglected or refused to give him their votes
when his name was put up for the mayoralty. There were fifty similar
beautiful prospects blighted by the unfortunate affair of the morning,
and Mr. Longmore was infinitely relieved by unbudgetting his griefs to
the chevalier ; who, with true diplomatic self-possession and propriety,
walked on beside him into the drawing-room, took Laura’s hand and
kissed the tips of her fingers with ceremonious respect, and inquirin
tenderly after her health, whispered, in a low voice, that all was well ang
would go well. He then turned to Mr. Longmore, and by his pleasant
suavity, soon contrived to restore that \%entleman to equanimity. He
did not press him upon the subject of Worrel, indeed, nor give any
opinion upon the various matters which Mr. Longmore submitted
to his consideratiop, as to whether he (Mr. Longmore) had not been
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very ill treated, as to whether Laura had not behaved shamefully,
as to whether Worrel had not behaved worse, and as to whether Mr.
Fitzurse was not the very most eligible husband that could possibly be
selected. Acting with becoming caution, the chevalier gave a guarded
answer to all these questions. He pointed out to Mr. Longmore that it
was the most natural thing in the world for two young people to fall in
love with each other, put that if they did nothing more than fall in love,
no great harm was done. “ Love and matrimony,” he continued, “ are,
as you well know, my dear sir, the most distinct things in the world,
very often indeed the most opposite. As far as I can learn, there is no
connection between them whatsoever, so that thousands fall in love
without marrying, and thousands marry every day without falling in
love. Thus, my dear sir, the past seems to me better than you imagine,
and nobody can tell what may be in the womb of futurity ; so that
leaving destiny to work her part, and bring forth the yet unevolved
events which lie hid under the dark apron of the coming times, let us
rejoice in the facilities which are allotted to decorate the present
moment, cull the floral blossoms that burgeon for us on the bountiful
branches of each instant of our time, and satiate ourselves with those
delightful thoughts and exhilarating reflections which prolong the season
of rejoicing life, and procrastinate the approach of the period of decay
and extinction.”

« Highly philosophical and beautiful,” said Mr. Longmore; and
though Laura thought that there was a strong touch of the rigmarole
in the chevalier’s speech, she took care not to say a word, while Mr. de
Lunatico, with that exquisite diplomatic tact which the reader must
already have discovered in him, pointed the application with the argu-
mentum ad hominem, by saying— .

“ What I meap, my dear sir, is, that although, in consequence of

our oath, vou cannot admit me into your observatory, you have, I
know, a thousand curious and wonderful discoveries and inventions in
sciences unconnected with astronomy which you are bound, by the
liberality of true philosophy, to make me fully acquainted with.”

Mr. Longmore sprang at the bait, like a half-famished trout at a May-
fly, and the chevalier making a martyr of himself for the sake of the fair
Laura, was soon plunged into Galvanic troughs, surrounded by leaden
vessels, the butt of electrical machines, and impaled upon the needles
of microscopes. Sometimes he was wheezing under the presence of an
infinity of azote ; sometimes he was coughing under a superabundance
of oxygen; sometimes he was sneezing under the extrication of hydrogen;
and just before dinner-time, Mr. Longmore set going for his especial
satisfaction, his grand new invention called the self-acting-perpetuo-
motival-electro-magnetic machine.

We have already explained to the reader Mr. Longmore's peculiar
notions with regard to the precision of his dinner-hour, and on the pre-
sent occasion the little bell, which announced that it was time for people
to wash their hands, comb their hair, and smooth their faces, made
itself heard at the moment that his grand machine was just getting into
operation. Without waiting to stop it, Mr. Longmore retired for the
purposes of ablution, and sat down to dinner, purpusing to have
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another look before he went to bed. The conversation, however, became
animated and interesting ; Mr. Longmore forgot his purposes, and the
whole party retired to rest, excepting the self-acting-perpetuo-motival-
electro-magnetic machine, which went on in a furious state of activity
in a little room to the right of the passage by which one entered the
house. The Chevalier de Lunatico, however, had not forgotten that he
was bound by engagement to meet Harry Worrel and Joey Pike that
night in the garden, and accordingly, after waiting a reasonable time
to suffer the inmates of the house to go sound asleep, he opened his
door, descended the staircase, and was very soon shaking hands with
his young friend. Joey was there also, reclining on the grass in the
attitude of the dying Gladiator, and starting up with the grace of a
dancing fawn, he began to give the chevalier an uccount, in what the
newspapers call glowing language, of his visit to the cottage of poor
old Scapulary. But just as he was telling the chevalier that at
first sight he had thought the old man either in a state of sin-
cuppy, or else morto, a loud explosion, like the bursting forth of a
volcano, was heard in the house, and while they were gazing in each
other’s faces, asking each other what could be the matter, flames burst
forth from two windows on the ground-floor, and every other considera-
tion was swallowed up in the necessity of giving immediate assistance.
The truth was, that the self-acting-perpetuo-motival-electro-magnetic
machine had gone on working away till it had charged itself and every
thing around it with such a quantity of the electric fluid, that a spark
was elicited by a neighbouring piece of brass. Close by lay a large
quantity of a newly-invented detonating powder, the whole mass
ignited, thousands of other compounds joined the flame, and the whole
place was in a blaze in a moment.

Rushing into the house, the chevalier and Harry Worrel soon roused
and brought out Mr. Longmore and Laura in a state of picturesque
dishabille. Joey Pike betook himself to the maids, and at the end of
about five minutes the whole party were collected on the green, while a
number of persons from the neighbouring cottages swarmed to the
spot, and an engine came rattling up from the little town. Suddenly,
‘however, Laura exclaimed—

“ Oh, dear, I have forgot! O, dear, I have forgot!” And before
any one could stop her she rushed back into the house by a small door
which was tolerably free from the flames. Harry Worrel was at that
moment working away in a different quarter to save some things for
which Mr. Longmore was very anxious, but the moment he heard of
Laura’s proceeding, which was not till some little time had elapsed, he
was rushing in after her like 2 madman, when he was stopped and for-
cibly dragged back by two men, and in an instant after the roof fell in
with a dreadful crash.
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CHAPTER X,

WREREIN THE BURN:NG OF ME., LONGMORE'S HOUSE 18 COMPARED TO ANOTHER
CELEBRATED CONFLAGRATION—JERRY TRIPE PROVES CAPTIVATING, AND THE
CHEVALIER, ACCONPANIED BY HIS FRIENDS, I8 PROVIDED WITH A CONVEYA!(CI’:’
FROM THE SCENE OF ACTION—JERRY PINDS THAT A DIAMOND CAN SOMETIMES CUT
A DIAMOND, AND SHOWS THAT HE 18 FERTILE IN RESOURCES—THE ADVANTAGES
OF BEING IN THE SAME BASKET WITH AN ENEMY. .

PANDEMONIUM was nothing to it, at least not the Pandemonium of
Milton, which was, apparently, a well-regulated, quiet congregation of
glentleman]y devils, and very much more orderly than most British
ouses of Commons—especially since the reform bill. - But, as I was
saying, Pandemonium was nothing to it in any respect, except the fire ;
for it is probable that what Shakespeare calls “ the everlasting bonfire,”
was a blaze or two stronger than the conflagration of poor Mr. Long-
more’s house. But, in one or two particulars, the burning.of Ivy-hall
certainly-outdid the other place; they might have plenty of demons in
Hades, but they had no fire engines ; they had no constables, pretending
to keep order, and creating confusion at every step ; they had no firemen ;
they had ’no parish beadle ; they had no crowd of lookers-on, shout-
ing, and roaring, and bellowing forth every sort of contradictory direc-
tion ; they had no little boys crying out “My eye!” -
Thus, we may well say, that Pandemonium was nothing to the scene
round Mr. Longmore’s house just at the moment when—about half an
hour after the fire began——one-half of the people of the neighbouring
manufacturing town, and a great number from the country round, had
found time to come up with engines, carts, water buckets, and constables’
staves. The sights and the noises were all equally terrible ; the people
were shouting, as we have said ; the cattle in the cow-house were bel-
lowing ; the dogs were barking and howling ; the fire was roaring, and
the engine pipes were hissing ; a good number of women were scream-
ing, and some of the children, whose toes had been trod upon, were
crying. Then as to the sights—fire and smoke were issuing from every
window, and towering over the observatory; while flames of every
colour, that an infinite variety of chemical compounds could produce,
were flickering over the walls, and casting the most extraordinary hues
over the countenances of the spectators. Now, they were all as blue
as bilberries with the flare up of spirits-of-wine and sulphur; then
they were as green as grass from the ignition of copper and muriatic
acid ; then they were as yellow as a London fog ; and then they were
as red as the sun when he struggles through it. Here was seen a
chimney falling in ; there appeared a fireman perched upon a tottering
C—NO. L ¥
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wall; in one place were two constables taking each other into custody
by mistake; in another, was an Irish engineer cutting off the fire by
knocking down a small building, on the top of which a whole brigade
of his companions were standing; and in the midst of a group of
maids, fainting in the most determined manner, might be beheld Mr.
Longmore tearing his hair, and Harry Worrel struggling violently
with two men who strove to hold him ; while on a little mound stood
Joey Pike with his head turned away from the building, as if to keep
his eyes from the sight, and his two hands extended towards it, much
in the attitude of one of the young people in the famous group of Niobe
and her children.

« Q Dio che pena! cried Joey Pike.”

“ Let me go, or by Heaven I will pitch you into the flames,” exclaimed
‘Worrel. .

« My daughter, my poor girl!” said Mr. Longmore. ¢ Ob, if you
will get her out I will let her marry any one she likes.”

But it was all in vain ; nobody dared to approach the part of the
building which Laura had entered, except Harry Worrel, and the two
men who held him would not let him, although he struggled with them
most furiously, and would not listen to a word they said. He had
nearly shaken off their hold, however, when & third came up and got
hold of his collar behind, and, at the same time, a fourth appeared in
front, presenting to his sight the never-to-be-forgotten or mistaken
rubicund proboscis of Jeremy Tripe, looking in the hot blaze of the
fire like a fresh-made beef sausage upon a gridiron.

“ Now,” said Jerry, “ now you've got one of them; don’t miss the
other two. There stands my friend .foey; one of you two grab him,
and I'll take Tom with me, and get hold of Master Mousetrappico.
Come along, Tom, ﬁ‘t] out your staff, my man, for he’s a cunning old
blade, and up to a thing or two.”

Thus saying, he led the way up to the place where the chevalier
stood, endeavouring to be consolatory upon Mr. Longmore; and the
gentleman, who was called Tom, laid his hand upon the commissioner’s
shoulder, thrusting a short ebony stick, with a brass crown on the top
of it, into his face, and remarking pithily, “I apprehend you for
murder.”

i« “Indeed!” exclaimed the chevalier with a benignant smile, not at all
unwilling to see all the phases of life in Great Britain. ¢ Indeed!
Upon this business of Mr. Fitzurse, I suppose #”

<« Exactly so, sir,” replied the constable.

« Well, then,” rejoined the chevalier, looking full in the face of
Jeremy Tripe, “every one present being a particeps criminis, 1 give
this good gentleman with the rubicund gnomon in charge also; for 'm
resolved not to be without the pleasure of his company.”

Every part of the countenance of Jeremy Tripe which could turn
white did so, and the nose remained, like the top of Mont Blanc at
sunset, still rosy with the light that had left the rest of his countenance.
He loved not the idea of prisons; he was in no way fond of the idea
of magisterial investigations ; but there was no help for it in the present
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ease. The charge was given; the constable could not help taking
him, and in a very few minutes the Chevalier de Lunatico, Harry
Worrel, Joey Pike, and Jeremy Tripe, were proceeding in a light cart
towards the village of Outrun under the tender care of a couple of
constables.

Constables, however, are, and ever have been, thirsty souls; the fire
at Ivy Hall had heated and dried them, at least so it seemed from the
expressions they made use of; for one declared, close in the ear of Mr.
de Lunatico, that he would give something for a pot of beer to moisten
his clay, and the other vowed that he was as thirsty as a sandpit in
the dog days. The chevalier did not take the hint: perhaps indeed did
not understand it ; but Jeremy Tripe did both, and replied, ¢ There is
very good beer at the George, half a mile on the road. If you like to
stop there for an hour I'll stand a pot or two.”

The chevalier listened with some attention, for although he had, as
we have shown, acquired a marvellous knowledge of the English
tongue, there was one branch of it of which he was utterly ignorant,
and that, one of the richest and most poetical of all its dialects; L
mean the language of the Elephant and castle, and the parts adjacent.
Thus, though he easily conceived that the respectable butler of Lord
Outrun was employing some sublime figure of rhetoric, yet he could
not comprehend, even after much puzzling, how Mr. Tripe could stand
a pot or two. If he had said that he would stand in a pot or two, the
chevalier thought he could have seen some meaning ; but, as it was, he
could only suppose that the pots were to be thrown at the worthy
butler’s head, which, he concluded, must be some sort of process in law
peculiar to this country.

“ He says he will stand a pot or two,” remarked the chevalier in &
low voice to Harry Worrel. “Shall we all have to go through the
same ceremony 7"

« I suppose so,” said Worrel, in a tone of despair ; and the chevalier
would have gone on, labouring under the same mistake, had not Mr.
Tripe himself explained his own plans and purposes in a low and con.
fidential tone.

“You see,” he said, «if I give them something to drink—-""

“Oh!” said the chevalier, ““that's what you mean by standing a pot
or two, is it ?”

“ Exactly,” answered Jerry ; «if I give them something to drink, Mr.
Worrel must do the same, and you'll come in perhaps with something
stronger, a go or two of moonshine, or something of that sort.”

“ With all my heart,” said the chevalier; “that’s quite in my wayj
but what then 7 i

“ Why, then, we'll make them drunk,” said Jerry. I know Tom the
constable well enough. He never could resist liquor in his life, and
yet when he gets it, he can’t carry it. However we'll make them
drunk, and then it will be easy enough for us to make our escape.”

“ Rather a strange proceeding this on your part,” said the chevalier,
putting his hand in his pocket once more, “first to give me into custody,
and next to help me to escape.”

“ Ay, but I wus not in the same basket at first,” said Mr. Tripe ;
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« you checkmated me there, Master Pragmatico, Now that you have
put me in the same unpleasant condition with yourself, I'll do my best
to get out, even though I'm forced to t¢ake you along with me. Il
tell you what, old gentleman, if one could serve all lawgivers as you
served me, and make them taste a touch of the.rod that they pickle
for other people, we should have a somewhat more humane statute-
book than we have got. Many a judge may like hanging but not being
hanged, and half the members of parliament who vote water-gruel for
the poor, would make it turtle-soup if they had the eating of it. No,
no, 'm not fond of being put in prison 'till the next assizes, it don’t
suit me at all.”

« But perhaps it may suit me,” replied the chevalier ; ¢ tastes may
differ you know, Mr. Tripe "

« Your’s must be a rum un, then,” rejoined the butler; ‘“but youll
never be such a fool surely as to keep Mr. Worrel here and our friend
Joey in prison for a month, and very likely have them hanged after
all, for a mere whim ?7”

« For a frolic, perhaps 1” said the chevalier with emphasis. ¢ What
say you, Joey ? Have youmuch aversion to see the inside of a prison 7”

« Great,” replied Joey, throwing out his right arm and laying his
left hand upon his breast, as if he were about to say—‘My name is
Norval. On the Grampian hills my father feeds his flock— ¢ Great,
most potent, grave, and reverend signor ! Nevertheless I am ready to
follow you to captivity and to death. 1 am your devoo-y. Letus go,
sir, let us go,” he continued, tossing aloft his arms— sventurato to
son. Yes, sir, 1 will go with you, and while we remain I will write
with a calymo cowranty a history of i miei prigioni. We will be
second Sylvia Pellicles.”

« What the devil is be talking about ¢” exclaimed the constable, who
had caught a few of the last words. ¢ If he don’t mind Ill put the
darbies on him.”

% No, no; you won't, Tom,” said Jerry Tripe. ¢ We're all quiet
respectable people, you know; and besides, this sort of murder isn’t
like another, you know. Nobody’s ever hanged for it. It's one of those
diseases that cures itself. I heard the parson once say that in this, as
in other instances, the enormity of the crime secured its impunity, and
that gentlemen who commit murder aren’t hanged like other men, be-
cause they ought to know better. There’s every reason why a juryman
should perjure himself for a gentleman ; but there’s no reason on earth
why he should perjure himself for a beggar. It would be a hard case
if those who make the laws and those who dispense them, have not a
right to put by any little pet crimes for their own private picking. So
as to putting any one into the darbies for having had a hand in a duel,
that would be very improper indeed !”

« Ay, ay,” answered the constable, “that’s true enough; but we
have not got this here fellow, ’cause of the trick in the lane. He’s
booked for the murder of old Toby Scapulary the clerk !”

Joey Pike uttered a shriek. One would have supposed they had got
Miss O’Nei}’l, acting Jane Shore in the cart. I knew it,” he cried ;

knew it | -
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« Then why the devil did you do it?” said the constable. ¢ But
don’t go on screeching in that way, or I'll handcuff you in good
earnest.” .

Joey, in the mortal agony which the thought of handcuffs produced,
thrust the chevalier to one side of the cart and Harry Worrel to the
other, knocked Jerry Tripe back by a kick in the stomach, and
dropping gracefully upon one knee, with his head bent and his hands
extended, remained in the position of Domenichino’s St. Ann bowing
Rer head for martyrdom.

The constable was puzzled, and certainly would have handcuffed
him to bring his graces to an end, but it was the story of the bell-
ringer and the king: he had no handcuffs to put on, and Jerry Tripe
recovering his position, bent his red nose benignly over Joey and
interceded with the constable in moving terms. The latter suffered
himself to be appeased, the discussion in regard to pots of beer was
renewed, and after sundry soft solicitations Tom himself ordered the
cart to stop at the road-side alehouse, and the prisoners were ushered
into a room where the foaming tankard began to circulate freely at the
expense of Mr. Tripe. Tom and his fellow-constable did ample jus-
tice to the goodness of the malt; but after a while they found beer
rather cold for the stomach, and the chevalier taking the butler’s hint
proposed some moonshine, which however cool in name proved some-
what fiery in nature. Tom vowed he would take no more, but consented
to drink a glass with Jerry; then remarking the lachrymose state of
Mr. Pike’s face, he invited him to some half-and-half to cheer him;
then respectfully drank Mr. Worrel’s health and then the chevalier's 5
after which he repeated his vow, and like an honest man anxious to
avoid temptation, made an effort to get upon his legs. By some pro-
cess or another, however, a large quantity of lead seemed to have been
transposed into his nether man. He was, in short, exactly like one of
those little tumbling figures, which, whatever way you turn them, fall
back upon the londed end. Down he went upon his chair as often as
he got upon his feet, and finding it impossible to contend with circum-
stances, he determined to wait for a better opportunity, and while me-
ditating upon the frailty of human nature, instinctively filled himself
another glass. At the same moment, to his surprise and consternation
his fellow-constable volunteered a song, and with unparalleled gene-
rosity treated the company to the sound of his voice without reward,
or pressing, or invitation either.

CONSTABLE’S SONG,

There was an old man, in Warwick town,
(Hiccup.)
‘Who wanted to treat a girl to a gown;
(Hiccup.)
He went into a shop, with a hey-derry down,
And took a piece off—by mistake.
(Hiceup,)
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The shopman he grabbed his neek in a trice,
And said, he should pay summat more than the price ;
Or of Bottomy Bay he would give him a spice—

Ang that without any mistake.

«] can’t,indeed, Mr. President—I'm very hoarse—I’ve forgot the next
stanza—there’s no use pressing a man when he says he can’t.”

« Timothy, you're drunk,” hiccupped Tom his compeer.

« Drunk! you lie, it'’s you are drunk!” and thereupon Tom be-
coming pugnacious made a vast effort to rise from his seat for the
purpose of knocking down Timothy ; but Jerry Tripe on this occasion
generously interfered and brought about a reconciliation over a jorum
of half-and-half, which left one constable in a fit of maudlin, and the
other in that uproarious stage which very frequently precedes profound
quietude.

« Ay, Joey, Joey,” cried Tom, addressing our poor friend Joey
Pike, who had sat in deep despondency at one corner of the table;
« You're a good creature, Joey ; youre an excellent good creature
upon my life. How could you think of murdering the poor old man ?—
I loved old Scapulary, upon my soul 1 did I loved old Toby
Scapulary——very much indeed——I loved him like my brother. He
buried my grandfather.—Indeed he did, dug the grave and all—”
and thereupon he burst into a profuse flood of tears.

“ Ri fal lal de ral tit,” cried the other constable. ¢ Jerry Tripe,
here’s to ye, old covey—you're a rum’un as ever I see, with your nose
like a beet-root, and your eye like an oyster—D n me why do
you reel about in your chair? You're as drunk as David's sow, Jerry—
not the first time by some thousands, I should think—and there’s
Tom looks as if he had got two heads. He that never had half a one
in his life—What are yousitting so solemn for, Master Harry? You’re
drunk too; stupid drunk, I suppose-—that’s worse than merry drunk
like old Jerry Tripe.”

. Worrel looked very much as if he would have knocked the constable
down, but such an act would certainly have been an act of supereroga-
tion ; for Timothy, by sundry curious evolutions, contrived to get hold
of the gin bottle, made himself another glass of gin and water, one to
two (by the inverse rule of three) stirred it up with the brass end of his
constable’s staff, drank off one half it, and then slipping over the
bench on which he was sitting, came gently down, with the back of
his head leaning upon a chair in a corner, and his fcet propped up by
the bench, nearly on a level with the table. His companion, Tom,
moralized over his fall, shed tears for his loss, and by immense exer-
tions got himself upon his knees to pick him up. But the effort extin-
guished all that was left of power and reason in the body of Tom the
constable, and falling athwart his friend they remained together on the
floor, forming a St. Andrew’s cross, the grace of which no one attempted
to disturb.

“ Now, gentlemen,” said Jerry Tripe, ¢ 'm at your service. Mr.
Extatico, with your leave we'll pay the bill, and be off. I know what
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the score will be, so let every one put a couple of shillings into my hat,
and then there will be no long reckoning in the tap.”

‘The matter was soon arranged to Mr. Tripe’s satisfaction, the whole
party walked out of the parlour, Jerry paid for all, and the landlord
seemed not in the least disposed to bar their egress. The cart still
stood at the door and into it they all got, judging it would afford the
quickest means of getting out of harm’s way. %‘he renowned Joey
seized the reins, placed himself in the attitude of Pheeton in the frontis-
piece to Garth’s translation of Ovid, shook the reins and away they
went. But after they had gone about a quarter of a mile, the judicious
butler seized the youth’s arm at the corner of a lane, and cxclaiming,
“ Now, we’ll bilk them !” informed his hearers that it would be better
to descend and separate, turning the horse and cart into the lane, which
led, he said, heaven only knows where, and in which it was impossible
for the beast to turn. The whip was ingeniously tied so as to dangle
loosely over the horse’s back, and a sound bastinado being applied
to that part which was nearest the cart, he set off with as much
rapidity as he could command, leaving deep tracks of the wheels
behind him. .

« Excuse me if I don’t invite you to my house,” said Jerry Tripe,
taking leave of his companions ; and without farther farewell he vaulted
over a gate into the nearest field, and left the other three to pursue
their course as they liked.

CHAPTER XI.
BOME RUSPICION QF A GMOST—A SCENE OF SORROW—THE BENEVOLENT RAILER.

“ Wagre shall we go now 7” said the chevalier. .

“Ah, doavey! indeed,” said Joey Pike, in a despounding tone.

« care little where I go now,” replied Worrel, in the accents of
deep grief; “all the world is the same to me, and all is void.”

«§till,” said the chevalier, “it is perhaps necessary that we should
find some place in which to pass the night; otherwise we have mude
a bad exchange, from the cart for our conveyance, and a prison for
our lodging, to our own legs and a dirty lane.” )

“Iam very selfish, I believe,” replied }V'pr;o.l 3: "‘;ﬁxﬁ certainly,
my dear friend, I have no right to make. $oc-suffer*such incon-
veniences. However, I can find you a place of shelter. About two
miles across the moor, near the little village of Winterly, lies the
cottage of my foster-mother, a widow woman with an only son. They
see very little of the world there, so we shall be safe; and, although
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she is gone to bed, poor thing ! long before this time, I can venture
to knock her up.”

“ A foster-mother ! a foster-mother!” cried the chevalier. ¢« Have
people two mothers in this country P—How do they manage it 7”

« Sometimes it happens,” answered Harry Worrel, “that mothers
cannot nurse their own children. Sometimes nature, sometimes cir-
cumstances forbid it. The former was the case with my poor mother,
and 1 was nursed by this good woman whom I mentioned.”

¢ True, master Harry, true,” replied Joey Pike; “but you know

there are plenty of mothers in England, who, with every sort of
agreemang and commodity, never think of nursing their poor babies
at all. They turn over their children to mercenaires—all for fear of
spoiling their bellezza.””
'k “ You must introduce me to a few of them, Joey,” said the cheva-
lier. «I think I should have a word or two to say to those women who
deprive themselves of that occupation for which nature seems to have
reserved the combination of duty and delight. But let us get on
whichever way we go. Here we are, standing in the middle of the
road, and the moon is under a cloud.”

Harry Worrel, who was in no very loquacious mood, as the reader
may well imagine, took the way in silence up the lane which led in the
opposite direction to that in which the cart had been driven. The
chevalier and Joey Pike followed, the one with his usual sedate
demeanour, the other with the graceful step of an antelope; and thus
proceeding, they reached, in about ten minutes, a spot where, emerg-
ing from between the hedges, the road issued forth upon a wide furze-
covered common with marshy spots here and there, which occasionally
deviated into glistening pools. The clouds were scudding lightly
over the sky, like boys and girls at play on a wide waste; while the
moon, exercising her usual power, was every now and then poking
through her round white face, like the usher popping in his head to see
what they were all about.

The road also, be it remarked, suddenly took a rise, as it issued forth
from the lane; and when the head of the chevalier came above the
edge of the slope, he plainly saw, by the light of his native planet, the
broad figure of a somewhat sturdy and thickset man about a couple of
hundred yards in advance. He was standing quite still, and continued
to do so for a minute; but then, it would appear, he caught a sight
of the approaching party, and—why, or wherefore, the chevalier did
not know—he beat a retreat with great celerity. As the ground was
uneven and Mr. Lunatico and his friends were themselves rather in a
fugitive than a pursuing humour, the gentleman soon disappeared.

After having gone half-a-mile along the sandy road of the common,
they came o & spot where it branched out into three, with a finger
post and a:i.fone-fa:ﬁ}eﬁ Bearing an inscription intended to cheer and
console the'wigfafex' orf his journey, by telling him that a pedlar had
been murdered there ten years before, and that two sailors had been
hanged for the offence.

«] don’t find it recorded,” said the chevalier in an inquiring tone,
st that the hanging of the sailors brought the pedlar to life again.”
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“No; it certainly did not,” replied Worrel.

« Then,” answered the chevalier, ¢ the less said about the matter the
better. Which of these roads do we take r”

« Neither,” replied Worrel; “our best way will be across the
moor;” and thus saying, he turned his steps into a small little-trodden
pathway, upon which he had scarcely advanced a quarter of a
mile when up started the same figure that the chevalier had before
seen, and once more made off as fast as possible, as if very much
frightened by their approach.

«’Tis the shade of the pedlar,” cried Joey Pike; but the shade
soon disappeared once more, and they pursued their way without seeing
it again. After about a quarter of an hour’s farther walking, they at
length reached the cottage of Worrel’s foster-mother, which, notwith-
standing his anticipations, still showed a light through the little lattice
window.

It was a lowly place in a lonely situation, with the thatched roof
just high enough to give room for a doorway through which a man
of erate size could pass without stooping. There was a little
garden before it, however, kept apparently with much neatness, and
every thing indicated, that great care and pains had been taken to
render it both as comfortable and as pretty as the bonds of poverty
would permit.

“ Why, good Nelly Bain is up, it would seem,” said Worrel, looking
at the light. «I didn’t know she kept such late hours—it must be
near one o’clock ;”’ so saying, he advanced, and, after knocking at the
door with his hand, lifted the latch and went in, followed closely by
the chevalier and Joey Pike. The moment he did so, a woman of
about forty-eight or forty-nine years of age, who must once have been
very pretty, and who, even still, bore a sufficient trace of beauty to
set at defiance the uglifying influence of a widow’s cap and coarse
blac: gown, started up, with a look of alarm, and gazed towards
the door.

«It is only I, Nelly,” said Worrel, “do not be afraid. I thought I
saw somebogy come in just before us.”

« Oh! it was only Tom Smalldram, sir,” said the widow. “He has
been snaring rabbits on the common, and thought that some people
were after him for poaching; so I let him go through the house and
out the back way. But I can’t help being afraid, master Harry,” she
continued, fixing an earnest gaze upon Worrel's countenance, ¢ and
it’s the sight of your face makes me so. What should you come here
for at this time of night, if it was not to tell me that something had
happened to him ?”

“ Oh no, Nelly,” replied Worrel, “I have nothing to tell you.
The truth is, I want you to give us shelter.till to-morrow morning.
I have been unfortunate enough to shoot Mr.;Fitzuyue in & duel, and
the people are seekinlg to apprehend me.” ’

+ “To shoot Mr. Fitzurse!” exclaimed Nelly Bain, clasping her
hands. “Good heaven, how strange !”

“ It is strange,” answered Worrel, “that my uncle should have had
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the same fate with Lis father. But where is your son, Nelly? where
s Wille?

Ay, sir, that is what makes me uneasy,” said the widow. ¢ Will
was never out so late as this in his life; he went to get sea-fowl's
eggs, Master Harry, along the cliffs, and he has never come back,
though he set out at three o'clock.

“ That is strange,” said Worrel ; « but perhaps he has gone down
to the fire.” As he uttered that word, the memory of all the horrible
circumstances connected with the burning of Mr. Longmore’s house
seemed to rush back upon his brain with more terrible vividity than
ever. At first he had been stunned and crushed, as it were, by the
blow he had received ; and afterwards, all the particulars of his arrest
and escape, though they cannot be said to have diverted his mind from
the grief that possessed it, had yet confused and embarrassed his ideas ;
so that, as he walked along, all the incidents of the last four-and-twenty
hours—the duel, the death of his adversary, the blood brought upon
his own hand, the flight, the quarrel with Mr. Longmore, the fire, the
loss of poor Laura—had all been floating before his eyes together, a
mixed and seemingly inextricable crowd of images: but now, at the
word “ the fire,” as if by magic, every thing else disappeared, and the
death of her he loved better than all else on earth, stood forth alone
before his sight, the one dark, terrible spot, which shut out the prospect
of hope and happiness for ever. ¢ The fire, the horrible fire!” he re-
peated, and down he sank on one of the wooden chairs, and covered
his eyes with his hand.

The chevalier was approaching to offer him consolation; but just
at that moment there was a sound of feet without, and people speaking
in low tones, and a smothered groan. Then came a tap at the door,
and a rough sailor-looking man, in an oil-skin hat, put in his head,
saying in akindly tone, “Sorry totell ye, Mrs. Bain, WilI'shad a bad fall.”

« Where is he? where is he i cried the widow, clasping her hands,
and rushing towards the door.

“ Bad accident I am afraid, ma’am,” said the fisherman, still stand-
ing in her way. ¢Now, don’t fluster yourself: there's a good souls
We'll bring him in.  Where shall we lay him ?”

The widow put her hand to her heart, as if she could grasp it tight
to stop its beating. ¢ There, there!” she said, pointing to a bed that
stood in a corner of the room. “ Ah! my boy, my poor boy "

They brought him in lying in the sail of a boat, and a dreadful
sight it was to see! He was a fine, tall young man, a little older than
Worrel himself, with good features and powerful limbs; but his coun-
tenance was now deadly pale—a bloody handkerchief wasbound round
his brow-—one hand was grasping convulsively the edge of the sail—the
other lay bi Ms.side_with that powerless lassitude which showed that
the arm wy¥ sbroker. The right leg and thigh bent in two places
where there was no joint: the eyes were closed; and the only thing
that told that life still lingered was, a convulsive groan and a tremu~
lous movement of the under jaw. The face, the hands, the clothes,
were dabbled all over with blood and dirt; and so great and terrible
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was the change, the mother could scarcely recognise her son. They-
laid him gently down upon the bed, and put a pillow under his head ;
and the widow, stealing forward with clasped hands, sank upon her
knees by his side, and gazed at his face. Every one was silent for a
minute: there was not a sound but the ticking of the wooden clock, and
the deep-drawn sigh of the wounded man.

The silence and the repose seemed to rouse him: he opened his
faint eyes, but they were dimmed with the shadow of death. He rolled
them languidly round, and strove to speak, it seemed. For a moment-
there was no sound, but the next instant two or three words broke from
his lips, and told the secret of his greatest agony, even in that agonizing
hour. ¢« Oh, my mother!” he said, “my mother !”

It was all he could utter ; and she bent down her head over his face,
and washed it with her tears.

«“ We found him lying under a rock, sir,”” said the fisherman, ad-
dressing in a low tone Harry Worrel. ¢« He must have tumbled from
the top of the cliff.”

“ Send somewhere immediately for a surgeon,” said the chevalier in
his prompt manner. ¢ Life is still in him, and recollection : the brain,
therefore, is safe. Get a horse, and bid the man gallop. No one can
tell that the fine tie between spirit and matter may not be reunited.”

« If any one can splice them,” said the fisherman in the same tone,
% it is Mr. Longshanks, the surgeon in the village. I'll run and fetch
him.”

Harry Worrel had approached the bed, and seeing some clammy
froth round the dying man’s lips, he got a cup of water, and moistened
them gently. The cool liquid refreshed him, and looking up in the
young gentleman’s face, he gazed wistfully at it for a moment, then
turned his look to the widow and shut his eyes, murmuring once more,
“ Oh my mother! my mother!” .

Harry Worrel understood his feelings, for he knew that they were
very poor, and that William Bain had devoted the prime of his young
and healthy days to support his surviving parent, and make her wi-
dowed life pass happily. His foster-brother'’s words then went to his
heart, and that heart was a kind one. So, bending down his head, he
said, in a low but clear voice, “Fear not for your mother, Will! While
I have a guinea in the world she shall share it.”

A monientary light came into the young man's eyes: he looked up
and smiled. In another instant the light was extinguished, but the
smile remained. His lips' moved not, his eye became glassy. There
was a very slight shudder. Worrel looked eagerly in his face—the
smile was there still, but it hung on the lips of the dead.

The widow had buried her eyes upon her son’s bosom, and saw
not the change that had taken place. No one was found to tell her;
and it was only the solemn silence that at length roused her with a suspi-
cion of the truth, She started up—she gazed upon his face—she saw
the truth: the last hope went out; and, with a wild scream, she fell
fainting by the side of her child.

Lre many minutes had passed, quick steps were heard: the door wasy
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thrown unceremoniously open, and in rushed a personage in every way
peculiar. He was a tall, long-sided, lankey man, with much more
bone than muscle. He seemed to be about fifty-eight or fifty-nine
years of age, with his grey hair tiedin a queue behind; a face florid and
somewhat weather-beaten, a nose bearing evident symptoms of having
contended for half a century with the easterly wind, keen grey eyes,
under very rough eye brows, and a benignant expression about the
mouth, strongly opposed to the sharp and searching look of the upper
part of the face. On his head he wore a small cocked hat, tied on, to
keep it from blowing away, by a red silk handkerchief ; and the rest of
his dress consisted of a straight-cut, long-waisted black coat, a waist-
coat with large flaps, a very small pair of breeches, and silk stockings
completed by buckles at the knee and in the shoes.

“So the fool has fallen over the crag and broken his leg,” he ex-
claimed in a rough tone, as he entered. ¢ What the devil did he——
Ha! How is this 7” he continued, suddenly changing his tone to one of
deep compassion, as he beheld the spectacle which that sad cottage
presented. “Eh? dead! Poor fellow! poor fellow! He was a good
son! he was a good son! He’s gone to heaven! he’s gone to heaven!
Nelly Bain, I tell you your son’s gone to heaven. What the devil are
you crying for? May we all follow him right soon: so say 1"

. % She has fainted, my good friend,”” said Worrel.

¢« Fainted !” cried the surgeon, “fainted! so much the better. That’s
the way with women. D—n them! they get rid of half their sorrows
that way. Take her up and carry her down to my house. Tell the
housekeeper to put her quietly to bed, and sit with her. I'll come
down and bleed her presently. Gently, gently my men: don’t put her
on the sail that is wet with her son’s blood. Bring a mattrass out of
the other room, and you two, lubbers, carry her down as carefully as if
she were a cask of spirits. Don’t try to rouse her up : the longer she
faints the better.”

The men obeyed his orders impliaitly, seeming to look to him with
a degree of respect which amounted to veneration—and if the truth
must be told he deserved it; for never was there a kinder heart
covered with a more odd and whimsical veil.

« Ah, poor fellow!” he said, apostrophising the dead body, « Ah,
poor fellow! you have gone a day too soon.  Sad work this, sad work.
One never can get the fools that this world contains to be cautious. If
it were but the breaking of their own necks one wouldn’t care; but
they have no right to break necks that are useful to other people.
Poor fellow I he continued, turning to the chevalier, who stood at the
head of the bed, and addressing to him as a stranger his little eulogy of
William Bain. ¢ He was as good a young man, sir, as ever lived on
this side of heaven—as kind a heart, as quiet and yet as brave a spirit ;
a friend to all around him—his mother’s support and only treasure, and
the love of a young heart that will soon be breaking. Poor fellow !
he’s gone, and it’s all over, and may we all soon go after him, so say L.”*

There was a trickling drop in the good surgeon’s small grey eye
which made him feel that if he went on any farther with the subject of
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‘William Bain he would make a fool of himself as he called it, and
turning his look to Worrell, of whom he had taken no great notice
hitherto, he said, abruptly, ¢ Ah, there’s another bad job! Thisisa
pight of misfortunes.”

«Jt is, indeed,” replied Worrel, with a bitter sigh.

“ And you must begin this pretty day’s work, Harry Worrel,” cone
tinued the surgeon, by shooting a drunken fool who deserved nothin
better or worse than to be dragged through a horsepond! How coul
you expect the day would end well, when you began it in such a manner ?
but never mind, the thing’s done; and, as I suppose, you're running
away from justice, and want to keep out of a prison, you must come
down to my house, there’s plenty of room to stow you away, and Joey
Pike, too, who, I suppose, is art and part in the business: he always
has a finger in every fool's pie” :

All this was delivered in a bullying sort of tone, as if the good doc-
tor had an especial commission to scold all the world ; but Worrel
knew him of old, and was well aware that underneath all his chiding
there was a deep regard for himself, Harry Worrel, and the tenderest
affection for the whole human race. He replied, however, “I cannot
think of leaving my friend the Chevalier de Lunatico, who is as
in this country, and whom I have got into the same scrape with myself.”

“Devil take him! he was your second, I suppose. I hate seconds
worse than principals. However,” he continued, turning to the cheva«
lier, and feeling that irresistible communicativeness coming over him
with which Mr. de Lunatico’s presence always affected his companions,
“nevertheless I like your phiz, old gentleman ; so that if you will come
down with my friend Harry here I shall be glad to see you, and will

to keep you all snug till the trial comes on.”

The chevalier was in the act of making some little difficulty, and ex+
pressing a fear that they might crowd and incommeode the good doctor,
but Mr. Longshanks cut him short at once, exclaiming, “ Well, well,
come if you like it; don’t come if you don’t. As to room, there’s
plenty of room in my house; as to convenience, I shall be very happy
to see ye. I never tell a lie, sir, for any man, and would not say I
wished you to come if I did not. I hate the filthy falsehoods of society 3
80 now let us go.”

He added a few words in low tones to the people around, in regard
to watching the body of the young sailor, calling a coroner’s inquest,
&c., and then led the way from the moor down towards the little vil-
lage, which stood at the distance of about a quarter of a mile from the
cottage. It consisted of, perhaps, fifty small houses, one moderate~
sized one, and one large mansion within its own grounds. The middle-
sized house was that of the vicar, the mansion belonged to our good
friend the doctor, who it must be said, had been for about ten years of
his life a surgeon in India, where he had amassed a large fortune by
happy accidents, and came home to spend it for the benefit of his fellow
creatures. As soon as he reached bhis house, and had ushered his guests
into a large and fine library, he left them to visit the poor widow and
give her help and consolation in his own peculiar way.
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_ After’ conversing with the chevalier for a few minutes, and giving
him a little insight into the character of his host, Worrel, too, left him,
saying—< L am only fit to be alone, chevalier; I will go and seek the
housekeeper and make her show me which is to be my room.” .
Joey Pike had by this time betaken himself to the kitchen, and the
chevalier was left alone with the spirits of dead men in their books.

CHAPTER XIL

$OME OF THE NOTIONS OF MR. LONGSNHANKS—AN 1LLUSTRATION OF FREE WILR
AND PREDESTINATION.

TaEe chevalier was not long aloue, for, when excited, the proceedings of
worthy Mr. Longshanks were generally as abrupt and rapid as his speech,
and in about a quarter of an hour the creaking of his shoes—all shoes
creak that have silver bucklesin them—washeard indicating hisapproach
to the door of the library. As he entered, he shot a quick glance round
the room, as if his eyes were in search of Harry Worrel; but nos
finding him, hesettled the whole matter in his own mind in & moment—
for that said mind of his was a sword with a very quick and trenchant
blade, and, like that of the greatest man of our own days, though it
did not always strike in the right direction, whichever way it did strike,
it was sure to go straight through.

“Ha!” he said, “ Harry Worrel not here—gone to bed—best thing
he could do. Of all the medicines man ever invented, my dear sir,
there is not one worth a farthing, for mind and body, in comparison with
the single one that nature gave us—sleep. It has been a bad day, indeed,
a very bad day ; battles, murders, and sudden death, with the addition
of fire, make a pretty little slice out of the things we pray against,
However, let us throw off care for half an hour before we go to bed—I
never like to sleep upon the troubles of the day without an interval 3
one’s intellectual stomach gets an indigestion. If I have a friend here,
I talk to him about matters totally indifferent; if I am alone I take
up a book—it is exercise after supper.”

« I see,” said the chevalier in aleading tone, “ that you are véry fond
of moral philosophy ; at least if I may judge by the books I find round
me here.”

“ Yes, sir, yes,” replied the surgeon, “it’s a taste I got in India.”

“ Why I should think,” said the chevalier, *from all 1 have heard of
the luxury and sensuality of those parts of this globe, that it would
pot be exactly the place for acquiring a taste for mental recreations.”
_. “For that very reason, for that very reason,” replied Mr. Long,
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shanks,” “every thing there was material from morning to night. For
three years I had nothing but mangoes and mullagatawney soup, danc+
ing girls and boar spearing, cholera and cosmetics, curry and Hodson’s
pale ale. I got sick of it, sir; my soul was shut up in a box. I wrote
home for Hobbes and Voltaire, Descartes and Pascal, Reid and
Dugald Stewart, Condorcet and Hume, and laying them all down on
the table I left them to run their heads together. It was a sharp en:
counter, sir, as ever you saw; but I found that if the materialists had
the most wit, the spiritualists had the most sense. That brought me
a good way over ; but two things convinced me, which were, to find that
the spiritualists were humble while the materialists were conceited, and
that the former strove to be clear while the latter strove to be brilliant.”

« Convinced you of what, may I ask 7” said the chevalier; “a man of
your sense I am sure would not let your being convinced of the good-
ness of the men, convince you of the goodness of their reasoning 7”

“ No, no; certainly not,” answ Mr. Longshanks, “but it con-
vinced me that the one set were seeking for truth even if they did not
find it, and that the other were only seeking their own vanity even if
they stumbled upon truth by chance. Now as I am much more likely
when I want a fish to get it from a fisherman than a foxhunter, I was
convinced that the best way to find truth was, to follow those who were
really looking for it. Thus, sir, I went out to India, not an unbeliever
but a sceptic, and I came back a very profound believer in every thing
that man can know of things beyond his immediate senses.”

+ I am very happy to hear it, sir,” said the chevalier, «for we, poor
people in the moon——"

« Ho, ho! sir, cried Mr. Longshanks, you come from the moon, do
you? Sir, [ am very happy to see you ; but you were going to say—"

“ That we poor people in the moon,” continued the chevalier, « know
something about those matters—we have schools for doubting, and in
the capital city of St. Luke there is an annual distribution of medals
and rewards for the greatest proficiency in scepticism. I myself had
the honour last year of awarding the great gold medal to a young man
who had arrived at the point of doubting whether bis eyes were in the
back or the front of his head. He very ingeniously proved that to
those who were standing behind him his back was his front, and he de-
monstrated his own state of doubt upon the subject by running a fork
into the back of his neck, thinking that he was carrying a piece of
meat to his mouth.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” cried Mr. Longshanks, “may I ask how the inferior
medals were distributed 7’

“ Why I cannot remember all,” said the chevalier, “but the small
gold medal was bestowed upon an old gentleman who wrote an essay
to show that there was a great probability of man having been origi«
nally a louse, produced spontaneously at first by the movement of
matter, and gradually brought, in the course of many thousand years,
to his present state by the agglomeration of atoms. ~ For thirty years
he went on breeding monkeys, und regularly rubbing them down every

.day with all sorts of animal utoms, in the hope that before he had done
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with them they would make a move towards mankind ; but alas ! they re«
mainmonkeysstill—though one raised his master into an ecstasy by eating
his own tail, and another grew scabby and all his hair came off, which he
considered as clear approximations to humanity, and ex them soon
to speak. However, ere a week was over they ¢ died and made no sign.””

% There were silver medals, too, doubtless,” said Mr. Longshanks,
better disposed, perhaps, to hear more of the universities of the moon
than the reader may

« Oh, a great many,” replied the chevalier, ¢ and leaden ones like-
wise ; but the only essay that I at present recollect as having gained a
silver medal was won by a young man who contended that it was ma-
thematically impossible that there could be a God; for, said he, if
there were such a being as God he must have made all the worlds
square, not round, seeing that they would pack the better.”

I should think he deserved a gold medal,” said Mr. Longshanks.

“ No, no,” cried the chevalier, “ not according to our rules and re-
gulations. His was a positive proposition, and he had very nearly lost
the medal altogether from the want of a sufficient portion of scepticism.
If he had said that he doubted, &c. &c. he would have been better off.”

“Pray,” said the surgeon, “who is at the head of your sceptical
university? He must be a well-known man of course ?”

« He's an old Greek,” said the chevalier, ¢of the name of Pyrrho :
but he is nearly past his work, and would be very inefficient if it were
not for a gentleman of great learning and activity of the name of
Bayle, who is sub-rector. Besides these, however, we have amongst
the professors one half of the writers you mentioned a few minutes
and a great many others. A gentleman of the name of Berkeley
amongst the rest, who keeps the high school, and has convinced all the
boys that there is no such thing as either birch or bottom. They cry
manfully when they are flogged nevertheless.”

« I thought so, I thought so,” cried Mr. Longshanks; « and so, I fear,
many others will cry when their theories are put to the proof in another
world. But I can assure you, my dear sir, we have many as great fools
here, many who deserve to be sent up to your planet for tricks not less
extravagant.”

« I know it,”" answered the chevalier, ¢ and between you and I that
is the cause of my coming. But pray let me hear a little how you got
over all the difficulties that beset one in the world of metaphysics ;
the doctrines of innate and abstract ideas, the beneficence of the deity
and existence of evil, God’s foreknowledge and mans’ freewill.”

“A wide subject, my dear chevalier, a wide subject,” replied the
surgeon, “and you and I would both be dozing if I were to attempt
to trace step by step the reasonings that convinced me. To prove
the excellence of my own process would be long, to prove the folly of
those of my opponents, however, is not so difficult. There are some
of them that are more philologists than philosophers, some that are
neither ore nor the other. The latter, not finding separate words to
express distinct things, - use the same term with half-a-dozen different
significations ; first puzzling themselves, and then puzzling their readers.



DE LUNATICO INQURENDO. 81

‘The former, when they don’t find terms to express all the multifarious
objects of thought, deny the existence of those objects themselves, as if
facts depended upon languages. Thus, one man has denied that there
is such a thing as mind, because the Anglo-Saxon does not bear it out.
Another declares that to think is but to remember, because in the
meagre barbarism of early tongues, the two operations were compounded
together.

“As to fate and freewill,” said the chevalier, «the foreknowledge

of God, and our responsibility for our own actions, of course you are
obliged to deal with such subjects in metaphysical inquiries ; but for
an ordinary man, methinks the best plan is, to establish as a first principle,
that his own comprehension is limited ; that God gives him to under-
stand what is good for him to know, but has fixed a boundary to the
powers of his mind as well as to the powers of his body; and to rest
satisfied whercver he can prove the existence of a certain fact, even
without being able to show its compatibility with another.”
¢ «Stay, stay,” said Mr. Longshanks, ¢ I'll show you fate and freewill
in a moment.” *
- He rang the bell sharply, and a man-servant appeared with the least
possible loss of time. ¢ Peter,” said Mr. Longshanks, there are
some nuts on the dining-room sideboard. Bring them hére, and a
dry soup plate.” -

The servant disappeared, the soup plate, the nuts, and a pair of nut-
crackers were soon brought. - Mr. Longshanks cracked one which
seemed to the chevalier to be a remarkably good nut indeed, but the
surgeon threw it impatiently under the ‘grate. Another and another
succeeded, till at length he cracked one which was palpably rotten.

» «This will do,” said the moral philosopher, and carefully extracting
a large lively maggot from the interior, he laid it down in the centre
of the empty plate. . Away wriggled the little white gentleman as hard
as he could go towards the side of the plate,” apparently not liking his
new quarters at all, but whenever he came to the raised edge and lifted
himself up it, down he rolled again into the plain part below. The
chevalier and the surgeon looked down upon him as he made the
attempt half a dozen times, and at length bursting into a laugh,
Mr. Longshanks exclaimed, ¢ There is man! See how he exercises his
freewill, and see how fate brings it all to the same in the end. He
can turn which way he pleases, he can wander hither or thither without
any one asking him why he turns to the right or to the left; but the
magic circle of circumstances is round him on every side, and no
:}ﬂ:: can overcome the insurmountable barrier placed by the will of
»

« A curious and excellent illustration surely,” said the chevalier;
but Mr. Longshanks was not disposed to take the compliment as it was.

“ Not at all,” he said, “not at all, if by the word curious you mean
extraordinary. Such illustrations of divine truths are placed before us
at every step, but we do not see them. From one thing we have a
lesson of His power; Trom another, of His wisdom ; from another, of His
mercy. Here we learn God's delight in the beautiful; a step farther,
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we find the beautiful blending with the useful and good. As